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The cKcuse for reprinting tliis somewliat insignificant Book h, that 
certain [larties, of the pirate species, were preparing lo reprint il for 
me. There are books, as there are horses, wliich a judicious owner, on 
fair survey of them, might prefer to ailjust by at once shooting through 
the head : hut in the case of books, owing lo the pirate spedea, tiiat is 
not possible. Remains therefore that at least dirty paper and errors 
□f the press be guarded against ; that a poor Boole, whicli has still to 
walk this world, do walk in clean linen, so to speak, and pass its feiv 
and evil days with no blotches but its own adhering to it. 

There have been various new Zwcs of Schiller since this one first 
saw the light ; — great changes in our notions, infonnations, in our rela- 
tions to the Life of Schiller, and lo other things connected therewith, 
during that long time! Into which I could not in Ihe least enter on 
the present occasion. Such errors, one or two, its lay corrigible on 
the surface, I have pointed out by here and there a Note as I read ; but 
of eriYirs that lay deeper there could no charge be taken t to break the 
surface, to tear-up the old substance, and model it anew, was a task 
that lay far from me, — that would have been frightful to me. What 
was written remains written; and the Reader, byway of constant com- 
mentary, when needed, has to say to himself, " It was written Twenty 
years ago." For newer instruction on Schiller's Biography he can 
consult the Schilltrs Leben of Madacoe von Wolliogen, which Goethe 
once a!A(A^ScMUer Ridivaius; "Cn^Brirfiuechifl smischtH Schiller und 
Caeths; — or, as a stmuoai? of the whole, and Ihe readiest inlet to the 
geneml subject for an English reader, Sir Edward Bulwer's Sitlch of 
Sshilitr's life, a vigorous and lively piece of writing, prefixed to his 
Translations from Schilla: 

The present little Book is very imperfect; — but il pretends also to 
be very harmless; it can innocently matnict those who are more igno- 
rant than itself 1 To which ingenuous class, according to their wants 
and tastes, let il, with all good wishes, and hopes to meet afterwards 
in fruitfuler provinces, be heartily commended. 

ZmhSw, tM Msy 1845. 
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LIFE OF FRIEDRICH SCHILLER. 



SCHILLER'S YOUTH (1759-1784). 

Among llie writers of the concluding part of the last ccntiir/ 
there is none more deserving of our notice than Fricdricii 
Schilkr. Distinguished alilte for the splendour of his intel- 
lectual fai:ulties, and the elevation of his tastes nnd feelings, he 
has left behind him in his works a noble emblem of these great 
qualities; and the reputation which he thus enjoys, and hits 
merited, excites our attention the more, on considering the cir- 
cumstances under which it was acquired. Schiller had pecu- 
liar difficulties to strive with, and his success hns likewise been 
peculiar. Much of his life was deformed by inquietude and 
disease, and it terminated at middle age : he composed in a 
language then scarcely settled into form, or admitted to a rank 
among the cultivated languages of Europe ; yet his writings are 
remarkable for their extent and variety as well as their intrin- 
sic excellence ; and his own countrymen are not his only, or 
perhaps his principal admirers. It is difficult to collect or in- 
terpret the general voice ; but the World, no less than Ger- 
many, seems already to have dignified him with the reputa- 
tion of n classic ; to have enrolled him among that select 
number whose works belong not wholly to any age or natio 
but who, having instructed their own conlem^oTarvt^, ■■ 
claimed as instructors by the great favnWy ot TtvaiAdTvi, a.Ti4. ta. I 



2 SCHILLER'S YOUTH. Parti. 

apart for many centuries from the common oblivion which soon 
overtakes the mass of authors, as it does the mass of other 
men. 

Such has been the high destiny of Schiller. His history and 
character deserve our study for more than one reason. A na- 
tural and harmless feeling attracts us towards such a subject; 
we are anxious to know how so great a man passed through 
the world, how he lived, and moved, and had his being ; and 
the question, if properly investigated, might yield advantage as 
well as pleasure. It would be interesting to discover by what 
gifts and what employment of them he reached the eminence 
on which we now see him ; to follow the steps of his intellectual 
and moral culture ; to gather from his life and works some 
picture of himself. It is worth inquiring, whether he, who 
could represent noble actions so well, did himself act nobly ; 
how those powers of intellect, which in philosophy and art 
achieved so much, applied themselves to the every-day emer- 
gencies of life ; how the generous ardour, which delights us in 
his poetry, displayed itself in the common intercourse between 
man and man. It would at once instruct and gratify us if we 
could understand him thoroughly, could transport ourselves 
into his circumstances outward and inward, could see as he saw, 
and feel as he felt. 

But if the various utility of such a task is palpable enough, 
its difficulties are not less so. We should not lightly think of 
comprehending the very simplest character, in all its bearings ; 
and it might argue vanity to boast of even a common acquaint- 
ance with one like Schiller's. Such men as he are misunder- 
stood by their daily companions, much more by the' distant 
observer, who gleans his information from scanty records, and 
casual notices of characteristic events, which biographers are 
often too indolent or injudicious to collect, and which the peace- 
ful life of a man of letters usually supplies in little abundance. 
The published details of Schiller's history are meagre and in- 
sufficient ; and his writings, like those of every author, can 
afford but a dim and dubious copy of his mind. Nor is it easy 
to decipher even this, with moderate accuracy. The haze of a 
foreign language, of foreign manners, and modes of thinking 
strange to us, confuses and obscures the sight, often magnify- 
ing what is trivial, softening what is rude, and sometimes hid- 






HIS BOYHOOD. 



ing or distorting what is beautiful. To lake the dimensions of 
Schiller'u mind were a. hard enterprise, in any case ; harder 
still with these impediments. 

Accordingly we dn not, ic this place, pretend to attempt it: 
we have no finished portrait of his character to offer, no formal 
estimate of his works. It will be enough for us if, in glancing 
over his life, we can satisfy a simple curiosity, about the for- 
tunes and chief peculiarities of a man connected with us by 3 
bond so kindly as that of the teacher to the taught, the giver 
lo the receiver of menial delight ; if, in wandering through his 
intellectual creation, we can enjoy once more the magnificent 
and fragrant beauty of that fairy land, and express our feelings, 
where we do not aim at judging and deciding. 

Johann Christoph Friecirich Schiller was a native of Mar- 
bach, a small town of Wiirtemberg, situated on the banks of 
the Neckar. He was born on the loth o( November 1759, — 
a few months later than our own Robert Burns. Schiller's 
early culture was favoured by the dispositions, but obstructed 
by the outward circumstances of his parents. Though removed 
above the pressure of poverty, their station was dependent and 
fluctuating ; it involved a frequent change of place and plan. 
Jobann Caspar Schiller, the father, had been a surgeon in the 
Bavarian army ; he served in the Netherlands during the Suc- 
cession War. After his return home to Wiirtemberg, he laid 
aside the medical profession, having obtained a commission of 
ensign and adjutant under his native Prince. This post he 
held successively in two regiments ; he had changed into the 
second, and was absent oa active duty when Friedrich was 
born. The Peace of Paris put an end to his military employ- 
ment ; but Caspar had shown himself an intelligent, unassuming 
and useful man, and the Duke of Wiirtemberg was willing to 
retain him in his service. The laying-out of various nurseries 
and plantations in the pleasure-grounds of Ludwigsburg and 
Solitude was intrusted to the retired soldier, now advanced to 
the rank of captain : he removed from one establishment to an- 
other, from time to time ; and continued in the Duke's pay till 
death, In his latter years he resided chiefly at Ludwigsburg. 

This mode of life was not the most propitious for e:duLC-a.v.- 
ing such- a boy as Friedrich ; but the native wci'rt-\\ oIV-l^ -^ttx&a ^ 
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did more than compensate for the disadvantages of their worldly 
condition and their limited acquirements in knowledge. The 
benevolence, the modest and prudent integrity, the true devout- 
ness of these good people shone forth at an after period, ex- 
panded and beautified in the character of their son ; his heart 
was nourished by a constant exposure to such influences, and 
thus the better part of his education prospered well. The 
mother was a woman of many household virtues ; to a warm 
affection for her children and husband she joined a degree of 
taste and intelligence which is of much rarer occurrence. She 
is said to have been a lover of poetry ; in particular an admir- 
ing reader of Utz and Gellert, writers whom it is creditable for 
one in her situation to have relished.^ Her kindness and ten- 
derness of heart peculiarly endeared her to Friedrich. Her 
husband appears to have been a person of great probity, some- 
what rugged of temper, but sincerely desirous to approve him- 
self a useful member of society, and to do his duty conscien- 
tiously to all men. The seeds of many valuable qualities had 
been sown in him by nature ; and though his early life had 
been unfavourable for their cultivation, he at a late period la- 
boured, not without success, to remedy this disadvantage. Such 
branches of science and philosophy as lay within his reach, he 
studied with diligence, whenever his professional employments 
left him leisure ; on a subject connected with the latter he be- 
came an author.2 But what chiefly distinguished him was the 
practice of a sincere piety, which seems to have diffused itself 
over all his feelings, and given to his clear and honest character 
that calm elevation which, in such a case, is its natural result. 
As his religion mingled itself with every motive and action of 
his life, the wish which in all his wanderings lay nearest his 
heart, the wish for the education of his son, was likely to be 
deeply tinctured with it. There is yet preserved, in his hand- 
writing, a prayer composed in advanced age, wherein he 
mentions how, at the child's birth, he had entreated the great 
Father of all, "to supply in strength of spirit what must needs 
be wanting in outward instruction." The gray-haired man, 

1 She was of humble descent and little education, the daughter of a baker 
in Marbach. — For much new light on Schiller's Parentage, Boyhood and 
Youth, see Supplement of i^^^, infra, 

2 His book is entitled Die Baumzuckt im Grosscn (the Cultivation of 
Trees on the Grand Scale) : it came to a second edition in i8o6. 
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■who had lived to see the nialuvily of his boy, could now express 
his solemn llianljfulness, Lhat " God had heard the prajer ofa 

Friedrich followed the movements of his parents for some 
lime ; and had to gather the elements of learning from various 
masters. Perhaps it was in part owing to this circumstance, 
that his progress, though respectable, or more, was so little 
commensurate with what he afterwards became, or with the 
capacities of whicli even his earliest years gave symptoms. 
Thoughtless and gay, as a hoy is wont to be, he would now 
and then dissipate his lime in childish sports, forgetful that the 
stolen charms of ball and leap-frog must be dearly bought by 
reproaches : but occasionally he was overtaken with feelings oi 
deeper import, and used to express the agitations of his little 
" ' s, which were first rightly interpreted 
ind long afterwards. His school- 
at even his freaks had sometimes 
certain earnestness of temper, a 
1 appetite for things grand or moving, was 
<s al! the caprices oi his boyhood. Once, it is 



mind in words and a 
when they were called to n 
fellows can nojc recollect t 
a poetic character ; that f 
frank integrity, } 
discernible a 



said, during a tremendous thunderstorm, his father missed him 
in the young group within doors ; none of the sisters could tell 
what was become of Fritii, and the old man grew at length so 
anxious that he was forced to go out in quest of him. Fritz 
was scarcely past the age of infancy, and knew not the dangers 
ol a scene so awiul. His father found him at last, in a solitary 
place of the neighbourhood, perched on the branch of a tree, 
gazing at the tempestuous face of the sky, and watching the 
flashes as in succession they spread their lurid gleam over it. 
To the reprimands of his parent, the whimpering truant pleaded 
in extenuation, "that the lightning was very beautiful, and 
that he wished to see where it was coming from 1" — Such anec- 
dotes, we have long known, are in themselves of small value; 
the present one has the additional defect of being somewhat 
dubious in respect of autlienticity. We have ventured to give 
it, as it came to us, not vyith Stan ding. The picture of the boy 
Schiller, contemplating the thunder, is not without a certain 
interest, for such as know the man. 

Schiller's first teacher was Moser, pastor and schoolmaster 
in the village of Loich, where the parents resided from ihji. 
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sixth to the ninth year of their son. This person deserves men- 
tion for the influence he exerted on the early history of his pu- 
pil : he seems to have given his name to the Priest • Moser* in 
the Robbers J his spiritual calling, and the conversation of his 
son, himselt afterwards a preacher, arc supposed to have sug- 
gested to Schiller the idea of consecrating himself to the cleri- 
cal proicssion. This idea, which laid hold of and cherished 
some predominant though vague propensities of the boy's dis- 
position, suited well with the religious sentiments of his parents, 
and was soon formed into a settled purpose. In the public 
school at Ludwigsburg, whither the family had now removed, 
his studies were regulated with this view ; and he underwent, 
in iour successive years, the annual examination before the 
Stuttgard Commission, to which young men destined for the 
Church are subjected in that countr)'. Schiller's temper was 
naturally devout ; with a delicacy of feeling which tended to- 
wards bashfulness and timidity, there was mingled in him a 
lervid impetuosity, which was ever struggling through its con- 
cealment, and indicating that he felt deeply and strongly, as 
well as delicately. Such a turn of mind easily took the form 
of religion, prescribed to it by early example and early af- 
fections, as well as nature. Schiller looked forward to the 
sacred profession with alacrity : it was the serious day-dream 
of all his boyhood, and much of his youth. As yet, however, 
the project hovered beiore him at a great distance, and the 
path to its fulfilment offered him but little entertainment. His 
studies did not seize his attention firmly ; he followed them 
from a sense of duty, not of pleasure. Q^irgil and Horace he 
learned to construe accurately ; but is said to have taken no 
deep interest in their poetry. The tenderness and meek beauty 
of the first, the humour and sagacity and capricious pathos of 
the last, the matchless elegance of botHNwould of course escape 
his inexperienced perception ; while the matter of their writings 
must have appeared frigid and shallow to a mind so suscep- 
tible. He loved rather to meditate on the splendour of the 
Ludwigsburg theatre, which had inflamed his imagination when 
he first saw it in his ninth year, and given shape and materials 
to many oi his subsequent reveries.* Under these circum- 

5* The first display of his poetic gifts occurred also in his ninth year, but 
took its rise in a much humbler and less common source than the inspiration 
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stances, his progress, with all his natural ability, could not be 
very striking ; the teachers did not fail now and then to visit 
him with their severities ; yet still there was a negligent success 
in his aitempEs, which, joined to his honest and vivid temper, 
made men augur well of him. The Stuttgard Exanunators have 
, marked him in their records with tlie customary formula of 
approval, or, at worst, of toleration. They usually designate 
him as ' a boy of good hope," fuer bona spei. 

This good hope was not, however, destined to be realised 
in the way they expected ; accidents occurred which changed 
the direction of Schiller's exertions, and threatened for a lime 
to prevent the success of them altogether. The Duke of Wur- 
temberg had lately founded a Free Seminaryfoc certain branches 



1 



of the 51age. His bii 

acientious accuracy, s , . 

10 the Lichfield i/«ci. "The litde lole.'says one ollhem, 'is worth relating; 
' till: rslher thai, after an interval of more [ban twenty years, Schllici' bim- 
' self, oD meeting nith bis early comrade (the late Dr. Elnert ot Kantiladt) 
' for the (list lime since their boyhood, remiDded hioi of the adveatute, re- 

■ counting the droumstanoes witli great minuteness and glee. It is as fol- 

■ lows : Once in 1768, Elwett and he had to repeat [hdr catechism together 

' narrow-minded pietist, had previously threatened iliem ivith a ihorougli 
' OogEing If iliey missed even a single word. To malie the matter worse, 
' this very teacher chanced to be the person whose turn it was 10 catechise 
' on the appoinied day. Both the boys began thdr answers with dismayed 

■ hearcs and faltering tongues; yet they succeeded in accomptisbing the task; 
' and were in consequence rewarded by the mollified pedagogue with two 
' kreuliCTB apiece. Four kreutiera ol ready cash was B sum of no common 
' magnitude ; how It should be disposed of formed a serious question for the 

Earties inletesled. Schiilermoved tkit they should go to Harteneck, a 
amlet in the neighbourhood, and have a dish of ciird<:-and.Grcam : his 
' partner assented; but alas! in Harteneck no panicle €t curds or cream 
' was to be had. Schiller then made offer for a quarter-cake of cheese; bul 
' for this four entire kreutieis were demanded, leaving nothing whatever in 
' reserve for bread I Twice bafHed, the little gastranames, luuatislied in 
' stomach, wandered on 10 Neckurweihingen ; where, at length, though not 
' till after much Inquiiy, they did obtain a comfortable mess of curds-and- 
' cream, served up in a gay plaiter, and silver spoons 10 cai i[ wilIi. For all 

' this, moreover, they were charged but thrw \:-- '— r '"- •■ i>.-rr^ was 

'still one left to provide them with a Imnch ...I -■ ! . ■ ini.iraLed 

' by such liberal cheer, Schiller rose into a c. . ■:: left 

' the village, he mounted with his comradrj . i^hich 

' overlookalMih HarteneokandNeckarweiljinL;. ■ -.i,[iDetic 

■ affusion he ptonounced his malediction on [Li. ^i^a„.,„.j.^„...i., L._.liivi-ing 
' with the same solemnity his blessing on the one svhich had aftoriieil him 
' Ihnt savoury refi-cshmenl.' FritSrick van Scktllcrs Ltbin {Heidelberg, 
1817), p. II. 
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of professional education : it was first set up at Solitude, one 
of his country residences ; and had novr been transferred to 
Stuttgard, where, under an improved form, and with the name 
of Karls-schule, we believe it still exists. The Duke proposed 
to give the sons of his military officers a preferable claim to the 
benefits of this institution ; and having formed a good opinion 
both of Schiirer and his fiither, he invited the former to profit 
by this opportunity. The offer occasioned great embarrass- 
ment : the young man and his parents were alike determined 
in favour of the Church, a project with which this new one was 
inconsistent. Their embarrassment was but increased, when 
the Duke, on learning the nature of their scruples, desired them 
to think well before they decided. It was out of fear, and with 
reluctance that his proposal was accepted. Schiller enrolled 
himself in 1773 ; and turned, with a heavy heart, from free- 
dom and cherished hopes, to Greek, and seclusion, and Law. 

His anticipations proved to be but too just ; the six years 
which he spent in this establishment were the most harassing 
and comfortless of his life. The Stuttgard system of education 
seems to have been formed on the principle, not of cherishing 
and correcting nature, but of rooting it out, and supplying its 
place with something better. The process of teaching and liv- 
ing was conducted with the stiff formality of military drilling ; 
every thing went on by statute and ordinance, there was no 
scope for the exercise of free-will, no allowance for the varieties 
of original structure. A scholar might possess what instincts 
or capacities he pleased ; the * regulations of the school' took 
no account of this ; he must fit himself into the common mould, 
which, like th? old Giant's bed, stood there, appointed by su- 
perior authority, to be filled alike by the great and the little. 
The same strict and narrow course of reading and composition 
was marked out for each beforehand, and it was by stealth if 
he read or wrote anything beside. Their domestic economy 
was regulated in the same spirit as their preceptorial : it con- 
sisted of the same sedulous exclusion of all that could border 
on pleasure, or give any exercise to choice. The pupils were 
kept apart from the conversation or sight of any person but their 
teachers ; none ever got beyond the precincts of despotism to 
snatch even a fearful joy ; their very amusements proceeded by 
the word of command. 
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How grievous al] this must have been, it is eas 
To Schiller it was more grievous than to any other. Of an ardent 
and impetuous yet delicate nature, whilst his discontentment 
devoured him intenially, he was too modest and timid to give 
it the relief of utterance by deeds or words. Locked up within 
himself, he suffered deeply, but without complaining. Someof 
■ his letters written during this perfod have been preserved : they 
exhibit the ineffectual struggles of a fervid and busy mind veil- 
ing its many chagrins under a certain dreary patience, which 
only shows them more painfully. He pored over his lexicons 
and grammars, and insipid tasks, witli an artificial composure ; 
but his spirit pined within him like a captive's, when he looked 
forth into the cheerful world, or recollected the affection of 
parents, the hopes and frolicsome enjoyments of past years. 
The misery he endured in this severe and lonely mode of ex- 
istence strengthened or produced in him a habit of constraint 
and shyness, which clung to his character through life. 

The study of Law, for which he had never felt any predilec- 
tion, na.turally grew in his mind to be the representative of all 
these evils, and his distaste for it went on increasing. On this 
point he made no secret of his feelings. One of the exercises, 
yearly prescribed to every scholar, was a written delineation 
of his own character, according to his own views of It, to be 
delivered publicly at an appointed lime ; Schiller, on the first 
of these exhibitions, ventured to state his persuasion, that he 
was not made to be a jurist, but called rather by his inclina- 
tions and faculties to the clerical profession. This statement, 
of course, produced no effect ; he was forced to continue the 
accustomed course, and his dislike for Law kept fast approach- 
ing to absolute disgust. In 1775, he was fortunate enough to 
get it relinquished, though at the expense of adopting another 
employment, for which, in different circumstances, he would 
hardly have declared himself. The study of Medicine, for 
which a new institution was about this time added to the Slutt- 
gard school, had no attractions for Schiller : he accepted it 
only as 3 galling servitude in exchange for one more galling. 
His mind was bent on higher objects ; and he still felt al! his 
present vexations aggravated by the thought, that his fairest 
expectations from the future had been sacrificed to worldly 
convenience, and the humblest necessities at Utt. 
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Meanwhile the youlh was waxing into t, 
fetter? o( discipline lay heavier on him, as 
stronger, and his eye* became open to the stirring snd w 
t^led inlurc^ts oi the world, now unlolding itself to h 
new and more glowing colours. As yet he contempUted tl 
scene only from afar, and it seemed but the more gorgeous 01 
that account, ^e longed to' mingle in its busy currectt, a 
delighted to vitjw the iniage of its tno^enients in his ^yfiyQtlf 
poets and historians^ Plutarch and Shakspeare ■;* the wntingi'^ 
of KlopstocJc, Lessing, Garve, Herder, Gerstenbetg, Goethe, 
and a multitude oi otliers, which marked the downing litenttum 
of Germany, he had studied with a secret avidity; they gave 
him vague ideas of men and life, or awakened in him splendii 
visions of literary glory. Klopslock's Mestias, combined will 
his own religious tendencies, had early turned him to s 
poetry; before the end of his fourteenth year, he had finishn 
what he called an ' epic poem,' entitled Moses. The extraof 
dinary popularity ol Gerstenberg's Vgolino, and Goethe's GoU 
van Berlickingen, next directed his attention to the dcanui 
and as admiration in a mind like his, full o. blind activity a 
nameless aspirings, naturally issues in imitation, he plunga 
with equal ardour into this new subject, and produced his fi 
tragedy, Cosmo von Mid,cis, some fragments ol which he 
tained and inserted in his Robbers, A mass of minor perlbrra 
ances, preserved among his papers, or published in the IIL» 
gazines of the time, serve sufficiently to. show that his min4 
had already dimly discovered its destination, and was strivin] 
with a restless vehemence to reach it, in spite of every obstadu 

Such obstacles were in his case neither f 
Schiller felt the mortixying truth, that to arrivi 
world, be must first gain a footing in the real ; that he migli^ 

* The feeling produced in liim by Shakspeare he described long aOel' 
wards : JI throws Lght on the general sute of his lenii^r »nd tastes. ' Whca 
' I first, at a very early age,' he says. ' became acquainled wilh this poet, ', 



' in tlie most melting pi 
' a raol, the loul-search 
' now kept him si 



t. l>y Ihe iiuroductiou ol 
(/, iwr, and otherpieces; whid 
tward, now drow 



„.m csreleraly onward where I would so gladly 
' was the ot^ecC of my reverence and zealous study for years before I 
'JovehimselE I was not yet capaWe of comprehending Naiurc at first-.., — 
^JI bad but learned to admire her image, refiected In the underatanding, and 
in order l)y rules.' IVirit, Bd. viii. a, p- 77. 



17S9-1(- 



STUTTGARD SCHOOL. 



entertain high thoughts aad longings, might reverence the 
beauties of nature and grandeur of mind, but was born to toil 
for his daily bread. Poetry he loved with the passionateness 
of a first affection ; but he could not live by it ; he honoured 
it loo highly to wish to live by it. His prudence told him that 
be must yield to stern necessity, must ' foi-sake the balmy 
' climate of Pindus for the Creehland of a barren and dreary 
' science of terms ;' and he did not hesitate to obey. His pro- 
lesaional studies were followed with a rigid though reluctant 
lideUty; it was only in leisure gained by superior diligence that 
he could yield himself to more favourite pursuits, Genius i^'as 
to serve as the ornament of his ii;ferior qualities, not as an 
excuse for the want of them. , 

But if, when such sacrifices were required, it was painful 
to comply with the dictates of his own reason, it was stiii more 
so to endure the harsh and superfluous restrictions of his 
teachers. He feit it hard enough to be driven Iram the enchant- 
ments of poetry by the dull realities of duty ; but it was intoler- 
able and degrading to be hemmed-in still farther by the caprices 
of severe and formal pedagtigues. Schiller brooded gloomily 
over the constraints and hardships of his situation. Many 
plans he formed for deliverance. Sometimes he would escape 
in secret to catch a glimpse of the free and busy world to him 
forbidden : sometimes he laid schemes for utterly abandoning 
a place which he abhorred, and trusting to fortune for the rest. 
Often the sight of his class-books and school -apparatus became 
irksome beyond endurance ; he would feign sickness, that he 
might be left in his own chamber to write poetry and pursue 
his darling studies without hindrance. Such artifices did not 
long avail him ; the masters noticed the regularity of his sick- 
ness, and sent him tasks to be done while it lasted. Even 
Schiller's patience could not brook this ; his natural timidity 
gave place to indignation ; he threw the paper of exercises at 
the feet of the messenger, and said sternly that "here he would 
choose his own studies." 

Under such corroding and continual vexations an ordinary 
spirit would have sunk at length, would have gradually given 
up its loftier aspirations, and sought refuge in vicious indul- 
gence, oratbest have sullenly harnessed itself into the yoke, and 
plodded through existence, weary, discontented, a.ud 'oiq\f*.ti.. 
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ever casting back a hankering look upon the dreams of youth, 
and ever without power to realise them. But Schiller was no 
ordinary character, and did not act like one. Beneath a cold 
and simple exterior, dignified with no artificial attractions, and 
marred in its native amiableness by the incessant obstruction, 
the isolation and painful destitutions under which he lived, there 
was concealed a burning energy of soul, which no obstruction 
could extinguish. The hard circumblances of his fortune had 
prevented the natural development of his mind; his faculties 
had been cramped and misdirected; but they had gathered 
strength by opposition and the habit of self-dependence which 
it encouraged. His thoughts, nnguided by a teacher, had 
sounded into the depths of his own nature and the mysteries 
of his own fate ; his feelings and passions, unshared by any 
other heart, had been driven back upon his own, where, like 
the volcanic fire that smoulders and fuses in secret, they ac- 
cumulated till their force grew irresistible. 

Hitherto Schiller had passed for an unprofitable, a discon- 
tented and a disobedient Boy: but the time was now come 
when the gyves of school -discipline could no longer cripple 
and distort the giant might of his nature : he stood forth as a 
Man, and wrenched asunder his fetters with a force that was 
felt at the extremities of Europe. The publication of the 
Robbers forms an era not only in Schiller's history, but in the 
Literature of the World ; and there seems no doubt that, but 
for so mean a cause as the perverted discipline of the Stutt- 
gard school, we had never seen this tragedy. Schiller com- 
menced it in his nineteenth year ; and the circumstances under 
which it was composed are to be traced in all its parts. It is 
the production of a strong untutored spirit, consumed by an 
activity for which there is no outlet, indignant at the barriers 
which restrain it, and grappling darkly with the phantoms to 
which its own energy thus painfully imprisoned gives being. 
A rude simplicity, combined with a gloomy and overpowering 
force, are its chief characteristics ; they remind us of th% de- 
fective cultivation, as well as of the fervid and harassed feel- 
ings of its author. Above all, the latter quality is visible ; the 
tragic interest of the Robbers is deep throughout, so deep that 
frequently it borders upon horror. A grim inexpiable Fate is 
made the ruling principle : it envelops and overshadows the 
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whole ; and under its louring inflaeiicc, the fiercest efforts of 
human will appear but like flashes that illiiininale the wild 
scene with a brief and terrible splendour, and are lost forever 
in the darkness. The unsearchable abysses of man's destiny 
are laid open before us, black and profound and appalling, as 
they seem to the young mind when it first attempts to explore 
them; the obstacles that thwart our faculties and wishes, the 
deceitfulness of hope, the nothingness of existence, are sketched 
in the sable colours so natural to the enthusiast when he first 
ventures upon life, and compares the world that is without him 
to the anticipations that were within. 

Karl von Moor is a character such as young poets always 
delight to contemplate or delineate ; to Schiller the analogy ol 
their situations must have peculiarly recommended him. Moot 
is animated into action by feelings similar to those under which 
his author was then suffering and longing to act. Gifted witTi 
every noble quality of manhood in overflowing abundance, 
Moor's first expectations of life, and of the part he was to play 
in it, had been glorious as a poet's dreau'. Dut the minor 
dexterities of management were not among his endowments ; 
in his eagerness to reach the goal, he had forgotten that the 
course is a labyrimhic maze, beset with difficulties, of which 
some may be surmounted, some can only be evaded, many can 
be neither. Hurried on by the headlong impetuosity of his 
temper, he entangles himself in these perplexities ; and thinks 
lo penetrate them, not by skill and patience, but by open force. 
He is baffled, deceived, and still more deeply involved; but 
injury and disappointment exasperate rather than instruct him. 
He had expected heroes, and he finds mean men; friends, and 
he finds smiling traitors to tempt him aside, to profit by his 
aberrations, and lead him onward to destruction ; he had 
dreamed of magnanimity and every generous principle, he finds 
that prudence is the only virtue sure of its reward. Too fiery 
by nature, the intensity of his sufferings has now maddened 
him still farther; he is himself incapable of calm reflection, 
and there is no counsellor at hand to assist him; none, whose 
sympathy knight assuage his miseries, whose wisdom might 
teach him to remedy or to endure them. He is slung by fury 
into action, and his activity is at once blind and Irem.cwira'i-^. 
Since [he wo-ld is not the abode oiuiuniii&4"m«S?'>^'^.'^^'"^*^*^,, 
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upon it as a den of thieves ; since its instilotions may obslniM 
the advnncement of worth, and screen delinquency from pun- 
ishment, he regards the social union as a pestilent nuisance, 
the mischiefs of which it is litting that he in his degree should 
do his best to repair, by means however violent. Revenge is 
the mainspring of his conduct : but he ennobles [[ in his own 
eyes, by giving it the colour of a disinterested concern for the 
maintenance of justice, — the abasement of vice from its bi^ 
places, and the exaltation of suffering virtue. Single against 
the universe, to appeal to the primary law of the stronger, tv 
' grasp the scales of Providence in a mortal's hand,' is frantic 
and wicked ; but Moor has a force of soul which makes it lil 
wise awful. The interest lies in the conflict of this pgi) 
soul against the fearful odds which at length overwhelm it, 
hurry it down to the darkest depths of ruin. 

The original conception of such a work as this betrays 
inexperience no less than the vigour of youth: its execution 
gives a similar testimony. The characters of the piece, thou^ 
traced in glowing colours, are outlines more than pictures : the 
few fenlures we discover in them are drawn with elaborate 
minuteness ; but the rest are wanting. Everything indicates 
the condition of a keen and powerful intellect, which had 
studied men in books only : had, by self-examination and the 
perusal of history, detected and strongly seized some of the 
leading peculiarities of human nature; but was yet ignorant 
of all the minute and more complex principles which regulate 
men's conduct in actual life, and which only a knowledge of 
living men can unfold. Ifthe hero of the playforms something 
like an exception to this remark, he is the sole exception, and 
for reasons alluded to above : his character resembles the au- 
thor's own. Even with Karl, the success is incomplete : with 
the other personages it is far more so. ^lanx van Moor, the 
villain of the Piece, is an amplified copy of lago and Richard ; 
but the copy is distorted as well ns amplified. There is no air 
of reality in Franz; he is a villain of theory)^ who studies to 
accomplish his object by the most diabolical expedients, and 
soothes his conscience by arguing with the priest in favour 
of atheism and materialism ; not the genuine villain of Shafc- 
speare and Nature, who employs his reasoning powers 
creating new schemes and devising new means, and conquer*] 
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remorse by avoiding it, — by fixing his hopes and fears on 
the more pressing emergencies of worldly business. So rc-dec- 
tive a miscreant as Frani could not exist: his calculations 
would lead him to honesty, if merely because It was the best 

Amelia, the only female in Ihe piece, is i beautiful creation ; 
but as imaginary as her persecutor Franz. Still and exalted 
in her warm enthusiasm, devoted in her love to Moor, she 
moves before us as the inhabitant of a higher and simpler 
worM than ours. •• Ife sails on troubled seas," she exclaims, 
with a confusion of metaphors, which it is easy to pardon, "he 
"sails on troubled seas, Amelia's love sails with him; he 
" wanders in pathless deserts, Amelia's love makes the burn- 
" ing sand grow green beneath him, and the stunted shrubs to 
"blossom; the south scorches his bare head, his feet are 
" pinched by the northern snow, stormy hail beats round his 
"temples — Amelia's love rocks him to sleep in the storm. 
"Seas, and hills, and horizons, are between us; but souls 
" escape from their clay prisons, and meet in the paradise of 
" lovel" She is a fair vision, the ieau idial of a poet's first 
mistress; but has few mortal lineaments. 

Similar defects are visible in almost all the other characters. 
Moor, the father, is a weak and fond old man, who could have 
arrived at gray hairs in such a state of ignorance nowhere but 
in a work of fiction. The inferior banditti are painted with 
greater vigour, yet still in rugged and iU-shapen forms ; their 
individuality is kept up by an extravagant exaggeration of their 
several peculiarities. Schiller himself pronounced a severe but 
not unfounded censure, when he said of this work, inamaturer 
age, that his ffAt^fault was in 'presuming to delineate men 
two years before he had met one.' 

His skill in the art of composition surpassed his knowledge 
of the world ; but that too was far from perfection. Schiller's 
style in the Robbers is partly of a kind with the incidents and 
feelings which it represents ; strong and astonishing, and some- 
times wildly grand ; but likewise inartificial, coarse, and gro- 
tesque. His sentences, in their rude emphasis, come down 
like the club of Hercules ; the stroke is often of a ciushi 
force, but its sweep is irregular and awkward. When 
's involved in the deepest intricacies o(l.\ie o\i ^^icrfi-wv. 
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sity and free will, and has convinced himself that he is but an 
engine in the hands of some dark and irresistible power, he 
cries out: *• Why has my Perillus made of me a brazen bull to 
roast men in my glowing belly?" The stage-direction says, 
' shaken with horror :' no wonder that he shook ! 

Schiller has admitted these faults, and explained their 
origin, in strong and sincere language, in a passage of which 
we have already quoted the conclusion. * A singular miscal- 

* culation of nature,' he says, * had combined my poetical tend- 
' encies with the place of my birth. Any disposition to poetry 
' did violence to the laws of the institution where I was edu- 

* cated, and contradicted the plan of its founder. For eight 

* years my enthusiasm struggled with military discipline ; but 

* the passion for poetry is vehement and fiery as a first love. 

* What discipline was meant to extinguish, it blew into a flame. 
' To escape from arrangements that tortured me, my heart 
' sought refuge in the world of ideas, when as yet I was unac- 

* quainted with the world of realities, from which iron bars 

* excluded me. I was unacquainted with men; for the four 

* hundred that lived with me were but repetitions of the same 

* creature, true casts of one single mould, and of that very 

* mould which plastic nature solemnly disclaimed. * * * 

* Thus circumstanced, a stranger to human characters and 

* human fortunes, to hit the medium line between angels and 

* devils was an enterprise in which I necessarily failed. In 

* attempting it, my pencil necessarily brought out a monster, 
' for which by good fortune the world had no original, and 
'.which I would not wish to be immortal, except to perpetuate 

* an example of the offspring which Genius in its unnatural 
' union with Thraldom may give to the world. I allude to the 

* Robbers:^ 

Yet with all these excrescences and defects, the unbounded 
popularity of the Robbers is not difficult to account for. To 
every reader, the excitement of emotion must be a chief con- 
sideration ; to the mass of readers it is the sole one : and the 
grand secret of moving others is, that the poet be himself 
moved. We have seen how well Schiller's temper and circum- 
stances qualified him to fulfil this condition : treatment, not of 
his choosing, had raised his own mind into something like a 
^ Deutsches Museum v. yakr 1784, cited by Doering. 
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Pythian freniy; and Iils genius, unlraincd as it was, sufficcJ 
to commiinicaie abundance of the feding to others. Perhaps 
more than abundance : to judge from our individual impres- 
sion, the perusal of the Robbers produces an effect powerful 
even to pain ; wc are absolutely wounded by the catastrophe ; 
our minds are darkened and distressed, as if we had witnessed 
f a criminal. It is in vain that we rebel against 
cies and crudities of the work : its faults are 
redeemed by the living energy that pervades it. We may ex- 
claim against the blind madness of the hero ; hut there is a 
towering grandeur about him, a whirlwind force of passion and 
of wilt, which catches our hearts, and puts the scruples of cri- 
ticism to silence. The most delirious of enterprises is that of 
Moor, but the vastness of his mind renders even that interest- 
ing. We see him leagued with desperadoes directing their 
savage strength to actions mote and more audacious ; he is in 
arms against the conventions of men and the everlasting laws 
of Fate : yet we follow him with anxiety through the forests 
and desert places, where he wanders, encompassed with peril, 
inspired with lofty daring, and torn by unceasing remorse ; 
and we wait with awe for the doom which he has merited and 
cannot avoid. Nor amid all his frightM aberrations do we 
ever cease to iove him : he is an 'archangel though in ruins :' 
and the strong agony willi ivhich he feels the present, the cel- 
tainty of that stem future which awaits him, which his own 
eye never loses sight of, makes us lenient to his crimes. When 
he pours forth his wild recollections, or still wilder forebodings, 
there is a terrible vehemence in his expressions, which ovet- 
powers us, in spite both of his and their extravagance. The 
scene on the hills beside the Dajiube, where he looks at the 
setting sun, and thinks of old hopes, and times ' when he could 
not sleep if his evening prayer had been forgotten,' is one, 
with all its improprieties, that ever clings to the memory. 
■' See," he passionately continues, " all things are gone forth 
" to bask in the peaceful beam of the spring : why must I alone 
■' inhale the torments of hell out of the joys of heaven ? That 
" all should be so happy, all so married together by the spirit 
■■ 01 peace t The whole world one (imily, its Father above ; 
" that Father not mine J I alone the castaway, I alone struck 
" out from the company of the just ; not for me the sweet 



SCHILLER'S VOUTH. 






ic of child, never (oi mc the languishing look of one 
" I lave ; never, never, ihe embracing of a buBoni friend. 
" circled with murderers ; serpents hissing around me : H 
" to vice wilh iron bonds ; leaning on Iht: bending reed of' 
" over ihr gulf of perdition ; amid the flowers of the glad world. 
" a howling Abaddon I Oh, (hat 1 might reuirn into my mo- 
■' Iher's womb; — thai 1 might be born a beggar I 1 would 
" never more— O Heaven, ihat I could be as one of these day- 
" labourers 1 Oh, 1 would toil lill the blood ran down from 
" my temples, to buy myself the pleasure of one noontide sleep, 
" the blessing of a single tear. There ivas n lime too. when 
" 1 could weep — O ye days of peace, thou castle of my fntli»; 
"ye green lovely valleys I — O all ye Elysian scenes of 
" childhood I will ye never come again, never with your ' 
" sighing cool my burning bosom ? Mourn with me. N 
^^^_ !' They will never come again, never cool my burning 
^^^^Ji with their balmy sighing. They are gone 1 gone I and 
^^^B' not return 

^^^^^ No less strange is the soliloi|uy where Moor, with the 
^^^^ Btrument of self-deslruclion in his hands, the ' dread key tl 

' is to shut behind him the prison of hfe, and to unbolt before 
' him the dwelling of eternal night.' — meditates on ihe gloomy 
enigmas of his future destiny. Sohlnqutes on ihis subject are 
numerous. — from the lime of Hamlet, of Calo, and downwards. 
Perhaps the worst of them has more ingenuity, perhaps the 
best of them has less awfulness than the present. St. Domi- 
nick himself might shudder at such a question, with such an 
answer as this : " What if (hou shouldsi send mc companion- 
" less 10 some burnt and blasted circle of the universe; which 
" thou hasi banished from thy sight ; where the lone darkness 
" and the motionless desert were my prospects — forever? I 
" would peoplethesilent wilderness wilh my fantasies; 1 should 
" have Eternity for leisure to examine the perplexed image of 
" the imiversal woe." 

Strength, wild impassioned strength, is the distinguishing 
quahty of Moor. All his history shows it ; and his death is of 
a piece with the fierce splendour of his life. Having finished 
the bloody work of crime, and magnanimity, and horror, he 

Knks that, for himself, suicide would be too easy an exit. Hj^H 
I noticed a poor man loiling by the wayside, for eleven cA^^H 
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dren ; a great reward has been promised for the head of the 
Robber ; the gold will nourish thai poor drudge and his boys, 
and Moot goes forth to give it them. We part with him in 
pity and sorrow ; looking less at his misdeeds than at their 
frightful expiation. 

The subordinate personages, though diminished In esitent 
and varied in iheir forms, are of a similar quality with the hero ; 
a strange mixture of extravagance and true energy. In perus- 
ing the work which represents their characters and fates, we 
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itely shocked and inspired ; there is a perpetual con- y^^^| 



diet between our understanding and oi^r fceiings< Vet the lat- 
ter on the whole come off victorious. (j!ie,ffoMi« is a tragedy 
that will long find readers to astonish, and, with all its faults, 
to move. It stands, in our imagination, like some ancient rugged 
pile of a barbarous age ; irregular, fantastic, useless ; but grand 
in its height and massiveness and black frowning strength. It 
will long remain a singular monument of the early genius and 
early fortune of its author^ 

The publication of such a work as this naturally produced 
an extraordinary feeling in, the literary world. Translations of 
the Robbers soon appeared in almost all the languages of £U' 
rope, and were read in all of them with a deep interest, com- 
pounded of admiration and aversion, according to the relative 
proportions of sensibility and judgment in the various minds 
which contemplated the subject. In Germany, the enthusiasm 
which the Robbers excited was extreme. The young author had 
burst upon the world like a meteor ; and surprise, for a time, 
suspended the power of cool and rational criticism. In thefer- 
ment produced by the universal discussion of this single topic, 
the poet was magnified above his natural dimensions, great as 
they were : and though the general sentence was loudly in liis 
favour, yel he found detractors as well as praisers, and both 
equally beyond the limits of moderation. 

One charge brought against him must have damped the joy 
01 literary glory, and slung Schiller's pure and virtuous mind 
more deeply than any other. He was accused of having in- 
jured the cause of morality by his work ; of having set up to 
the impetuous and fiery temperament of youth a model 
tation which the young were 100 likely to pursue with eagerness, 
and which could only lead them from the safe and beaten tracks 
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duly into error and destruction. It has evea been statedl^B 
and often been repeated since, iliat a practical exemplification 
of this doctrine occurred, about this timo. in Germany. A young 
nobleman, it was said, of the fairest gifts and prospects, bad 
cast away all these advantages ; betaken himselfto Ihcfomls. 
and, copying Moor, bad bcyun a course of active operations, 
— which, also copying Moor, but less willingly, he had ended 
by a shameful death. 

It can now be hardly necessary to contradict these tbeo- 
lics ; or to show that none but a candidate for Bedlam as well 
as Tyburn could be seduced from the substantial comforts of 
existence, to seek destruction and disgrace, for the sake of such 
imaginary grandeur. The German nobleman of the fairest gifts 
and prospects turns out, on investigation, to have been a Ger- 
man blackguard, whom debauchery and riotous extravagance 
had reduced 10 want ; who took to the highway, when he could 
take to nothing else, — not allured by an ebullient enthusiasm, 
or any heroical and misdirected appetite for sublime actions, 
but driven by the more palpable stimulus of importunate duns, 
an empty purse, and five craving senses. Perhaps in his later 
days, this philosopher mn/ have referred to Schiller's tragedy, 
as the source from which he drew his theory of life : but if so. 
we believe he was mistaken. For characters like him, the great 
attraction was the charms of revelry, and the great restraint, 
the gallows, — before the period of Karl von Moor, just as they 
have been since, and will be to the end of time. Among mo- 
tives like these, the influence of even the most malignant book 
could scarcely be discernible, and would be little detrimental, 
if it were. 

Nothing, at any rale, could be farther from Schiller's inten- 
tion ihan such a consummation. In his preface, he speaks of 
the moral effects o{ the Haiders in terms which do honour to hia 
heart, while they show the inexperience of his head. Ridicule, 
he signifies, has long been tried against the wickedness of the 
times, wholecargoes of hellebore have been expended. — in vain; 
and now, he thinks, recourse must be had to more pungent 
medicines. We may smile at the simplicity of this idea ; and 

I safely conclude thai, like other specifics, the present ore would 
bit 10 produce a pcrceplible effect : but Schiller's vindication^^K 
ttsts on higher grounds than these. His work has on the whoUj^H 
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furnished nourisTimeni to the 'more exalied powers of our na- 
ture ; the sentiments and images which he has shaped and ut- 
tered, tend, in spite of their alloy, to elevate the soul to a nobler 
pilch : and this is a sufficient defence. As to the danger of 
misapplying the inspiration he communicates, of forgetting the 
dictates of prudence in our zeal for the dictates of poetry, we 
have no great cause to fear it. Jiitherto. at least, there has 
always been enough of dull realitj-, on every side of us, to abate 
such fervours in good time, and bring us back to the most sober 
level of prose, if not to sink us below it. We should thank the 
poet who performs such a service ; and forbear to inquire too 
rigidly whether there Is any ' moral' in his piece or not. The 
writer of 3 work, which interests and excites the spiritual feel- 
ings of men, has as little need to justify himself by showing how 
it exemplifies some wise saw or modern instance, as the doer 
of a generous action has to demonstrate its merit, by deducing 
it from the system ot Shaftesbury, or Smith, or Palcy, or which- 
ever happens to be the favourite system for the age and 
place. The instructiveness of the one, and the virtue of the 
other, exist independently of all systems or saws, and in spile 
of all. 

But the tragedy of the Robbers produced some inconveni- 
ences of a kind much more sensible than these its theoretical 
mischiefs. We have called it the signal of Schiller's deliver- 
ance from school tyranny and military constraint ; but its oper- 
ation in this respect was not immediate ; at first it seemed to 
involve him more deeply and dangerously than before. He 
hid finished the original sketch of it in 1778 ; but for fear of 
offence, he kept it secret till his medical studies were com- 
pleted." These, in the mean time, he had pursued with suffi- 

• OnlhissubiectDoeringEiveiin anecdote, which may perhaps be wortli 
Itaiislaling. 'One of Schiller's teachers surprised him on one occnsion re- 
' citing B scene from the Hokicrs, before some of his intlmua companions. 
' At the words, which Frani von Moor addresses to Moser: ffa, -uilbil/ Ihou 

• isoaitil pOHt grialcrT Think a^tia/ Diath, hiavtit, elirnily, d/tmaa- 

• lioa, huvirs in lAi sound e/lhyVBieil Not oHt grtalerf—lhe door opened, 
' and Ihe master saw Schiller stamping in desperation up and down the 
' — :ini, " For shame," said he, '' for shame to get intosucli a passioa, and 

rse sol" The other acholais liKerad coveriljr al the wotthv inspector; 
d Schiller called atiet liiin with a U Her smile, "A noodle'' (iia confi- 
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cient assiduity to merit the usual honours ;^ in 1780, he had, 
in consequence, obtained the post of surgeon to the regiment 
Augi, in the Wiirtembcrg army. This advancement enabled 
him to complete his project, to print the Robbers at his own 
expense, not being able to find any bookseller that would un- 
dertake it. The nature of the work, and the universal interest 
it awakened, drew attention to the private circumstances of the 
author, whom the Robbers^ as well as other pieces of his writ- 
ing, that had found their way into the periodical publications 
of the time, sufficiently showed to be no common man. Many 
grave persons were offended at the vehement sentiments ex- 
pressed in the Robbers; and the unquestioned ability with which 
these extravagances were expressed, but made the matter worse. 
To Schiller's superiors, above all, such things were inconceiv- 
able : he might perhaps be a very great genius, but was 
certainly a dangerous servant for his Highness the Grand 
Duke of Wiirtemberg. Officious people mingled themselves in 
the affair : nay, the graziers of the Alps were brought to bear 
upon it. The Grisons magistrates, it appeared, had seen the 
book : and were mortally huffed at being there spoken of, ac- 
cording to a Swabian adage, as common highwaymen,^ They 
complained in the Hamburg Correspondent j and a sort of 
Jackal, at Ludwigsburg, one Walter, whose name deserves to 
be thus kept in mind, volunteered to plead their cause before 
the Grand Duke. 

Informed of all these circumstances, the Grand Duke ex- 
pressed his disapprobation of Schiller's poetical labours in the 

7 His Latin essay on the Philosophy of Physiology was written in 1778, 
and never printed. His concluding thesis was published according to cus- 
tom: the subject is arduous enough, "the connection between the animal 
and spiritual nature of man,"— which Dr. Cabanis has since treated in so 
offensive a fashion. Schiller's tract we have never seen. Doering says it 
was long 'out of print,' till Nasse reproduced it in his Medical Journal (Leip- 
zig, 1820): he is silent respecting its merits. 

8 The obnoxious passage has been carefully expunged from subsequent 
editions. It was in the third scene of the second act ; Spiegelberg discours- 
ing with Razmann, observes, "An honest man you may form of windle- 
" straws ; but to make a rascal you must have grist : besides, there is a na- 
" tional genius in it, a certain rascal-climate, so to speak." In the first 
edition, there was added : " Go to the Grisons, for instance: that is what I 
" call the thief s Athens?^ The patriot who stood forth on this occasion for 
the honour of the Grisons, to deny this weighty charge, and denounce the 
crime of making it, was not Dogberry or Verges, but ' one of the noble family 
ofSalis.' 
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most unequivocal terms. Schiller was at length summoned to 
appear before him ; and it then turned oui. that liis Highness 
was not only dissatisfied with the moral or political errors of 
the work, but scandalised moreover at its want of literary 
merit. In this latter respect, he was kind enough to proffer his 
own services. But Schiller seems to have received the pro- 
posal with no sufficient gratitude ; and the interview passed 
without advantage to either party. It terminated in the Duke's 
commanding Schiller to abide by medical subjects : or at 
least to beware of writing any more poetry, without submitting 
it (o his inspection. 

We need not comment on this portion of the Grand Duke's 
history: his treatment of Schiller has already been sufficiently 
avenged. By the great body of mankind, his name will be re- 
collected, chiefly, if at all, for the sake of the unfriended youth 
whom he now schooled so sharply, and afterwards afflicted so 
cruelly : it will be recollected also with the angry triumph which 
we feel against a shallow and despotic ' noble of convention,' 
who strains himself to oppress ■ one of nature's nobility.' sub- 
mitted by blind chance to his dominion, and — finds that he 
cannot I All this is far more than the Prince of Wiirtemberg 
deserves. Of limited faculties, and educated in the French 
principles of taste, then common to persons of his rank in Ger- 
many, he had perused the Robbers with unfeigned disgust ; he 
could see in the author only a misguided enthusiast, with talents 
barely enough to make him dangerous. And though he never 
fiilly or formally retracted this injustice, he did not follow it up ; 
when Schiller hecame .known to the world at large, the Duke 
ceased to persecute him. The father he still kept in his ser- 
vice, and nowise molested. 

In the mean time, however, various mortifications awaited 
Schiller. It was in vain that he discharged the humble duties 
of his station with the most strict fidelity, and even, it is said, 
with superior skill : he was a suspected person, and his most 
innocent actions were misconstrued, his slightest faults were 
visited with the full measure of official severity. His busy 
imaginfition aggravated the evil. He had seen poor Schubart* 
wearing out his tedious eight years of durance in the fortress 
of Asperg, because he had been ' a rock of offence to 
» See Apnendi*. No. i. 
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powers that were* The fale of Ihis unfortunale .tuthor 
poared to Schiller a type of his own. Hia free spirit riirank 
at the prospect of wasting iis strength in strife against the 
pitiful constraints, the minute and endless persecutions of men 
ivho knew him not, yet had his fortune in their hands ; the 
idea of dungeons and jailors haunted and tortured his mind ; 
and the means of escaping Ehcm, the renunciation of poetry, 
the source of all his joy, if likewito of many woes, the radiant 
guiding-star of his lurbid and obscure existence, seemed a sen- 
tence of death to all that was dignified, and delightful, and 
worth retaining, in his character. Totally ignorant of what is 
called the world; conscious too of the might that slumbered ia 
his soul, and proud of it, as Icings arc of their sceptres ; impe- 
tuous when roused, and spurning unjust restraint ; yet waver- 
ing and timid from rhe delicacy of his nature, and still more 
restricted in the freedom of his movements by the circumstances 
of his father, whose all depended on the pleasure of the court, 
Schiller felt himself embarrassed, and agitiited, and tormented 
in no common degree. Urged this way and that by the most 
powerful and conilicting impulses ; driven to despair by the 
paltry shackles that chained him, yet forbidden by the most 
sacred considerations to break them, he knew not on what he 
should resolve ; he reckoned himself ' the most unfortunate of 

Time at length gave him the solution : 
cunred which forced him to decide. The popularity of the Jio^ 
bers had brought him into correspondence with several friends^ 
of literature, who wished to patronise the author, or engage him 
in new undertakings. Among this nuu>ber was the Freiherr 
von Dalberg, superintendent of the theatre at Mannheim, under 
whose encouragement and countenance Schiller remodelled the 
Rohben, altered it in some parts, and had it brought upon the 
stage in 1781, The correspondence with Dalberg began i 
literarj' discussions, but gradually elevated itself into the e) 
pression of more interesting sentiments. Dalberg loved and 
sympathised with the generous enthusiast, involved in troubles 
and perplexities which his inexperience was so little adequate 
to thread ; he gave him advice and assistance ; and Schiller 
repaid this favour with the gratitude due to his kind, his first, 
and then almost his only benefactor. His letters to this gen- 
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llemnn have been preserved, and laicly published ; they exhibit 
a. lively picture of Schiller's painfiU siEiiation at StuLlgard, and 
of his unskilful as well as eager anxiety to be delivered from 
it.'° His darting project mas tbat Dalberg should bring him 
to Mannheim, as theatrical poet, by permission of the Duke : 
at one time he even thought of turning player, 

Neither of these projects could take immediate etfect, and 
Schiller's embarrassments became more pressing than ever. 
With the natural feeling of a young author, he had ventured to 
go in secret, and witness the lirst representation of his tragedy, 
at Mannheim. His incognito did not conceal him; he ivas 
put under arrest during a week, for this offence : and as the 
punishment did not deter him from again transgressing in a 
similar manner, he learned that it was in contemplation to try 
more rigorous measures wilh him. Dark hints were given lo 
him of some exemplary as well as imminent severity: and Dal- 
berg's aid, the sole hope of averting it by quiet means, was 
distant and dubious. Schiller saw himself reduced to ex- 
tremities. Beleaguered with present distresses, and the most 
horrible forebodings, on every side : roused lo the highest 
pitch of indignation, yet forced to keep silence, and wear 
the face of patience, he could endure this maddening con- 
straint no longer. He resolved to be free, at whatever risk ; 
to abandon advantages which he could not buy at such a price ; 
to quit his stepdame home, and go forth, though friendless and 
alone, to seek his fortune in the great market of life. Some 
foreign Duke or Prince was arriving at Stuttgard ; and all the 
people were in movement, occupied with seeing the spectacle 
of his entrance: Schiller seiied this opportunity of retiring from 
the city, careless whither he went, so he got beyond the reach 
of turnkeys, and Grand Dukes, and commanding officers. It 
was in the month of October 1782. 

This last step forms the catastrophe of the publication of 
the Robbers : it completed the deliverance of Schiller from the 
grating thraldom under which his youth had been passed, and 
decided his destiny for life, Schiller was in his twenty-third 
year when he left Stuttgard. He says ' he went empty away, 
— empty in purse and hope.' The future was indeed sufficiently 
dark before him. Without patrons, connexions, or country, he 
'" See Appendix. No. 3, 
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had ventured forth to the warfare on his own charges ; with- 
out means, experience, or settled purpose, it was greatly to be 
feared that the fight would go against him. Yet his situation, 
though gloomy enough, was not entirely without its brighter 
side. He was now a free man, free, howe\*er poor ; and his 
strong soul quickened as its fetters dropped off, and gloried 
within him in the dim anticipation of great and far-extending 
enterprises. If, cast too rudely among the hardships and bitter 
disquietudes of the world, his past nursing had not been deli- 
cate, he was already taught to look upon privation and discom- 
fort as his daily companions. If he knew not how to bend his 
course among the perplexed vicissitudes of society, there was a 
force within him which would triumph over many difficulties ; 
and a ' light from Heaven' was about his path, which, if it failed 
to conduct him to wealth and preferment, would keep him 
far from baseness and degrading vices. Literature, and every 
great and noble thing which the right pursuit of it implies, he 
loved with all his heart and all his soul : to this inspiring ob- 
ject he was henceforth exclusively devoted ; advancing towards 
this, and possessed of common necessaries on the humblest 
scale, there was little else to tempt him. His life might be 
unhappy, but would hardly be disgraceful. 

Schillei* gradually felt all this, and gathered comfort, while 
better days began to dawn upon him. Fearful of trusting him- 
self so near Stuttgard as at Mannheim, he had passed into 
Franconia, and was living painfully at Oggersheim, under the 
name of Schmidt ; but Dalberg, who knew all his distresses, 
supplied him with money for immediate wants; and a generous 
lady made him the offer of a home. Madam von Wollzogen 
lived on her estate of Bauerbach, in the neighbourhood of 
Meinungen ; she knew Schiller from his works, and his intimacy 
with her sons, who had been his fellow-students at Stuttgard. 
She invited him to her house ; and there treated him with. an 
affection which helped him to forget the past, and look cheer- 
fully forward to the future. 

Under this hospitable roof, Schiller had leisure to examine 
calmly the perplexed and dubious aspect of his affairs. Happily 
his character belonged not to the whining or sentimental sort : 
he was not of those, in whom the pressure of misfortune pro- 
duces nothing but unprofitable pain; who spend, in cherishing 
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and investigating and deploring their miseries, the time wliich 
should be spent in providing a relief for them, With him, 
Strong feeling was constantly a call to vigorous action : he pos- 
sessed in a high degree the faculty of conquering his afflictions, 
by directing his thoughts, not to maxima for enduring them, 
or modes of expressing them with interest, but to plans for 
getting rid of them ; and to this disposition or habit, — too rare 
among men of -genius, men of a much higher class than mere 
sentimentalists, but whose sensibility is out of proportion with 
their inventiveness or activity. — we are to attribute no small 
influence in the fortunate conduct of his subsequent life. With 
such a turn of mind, Schiller, now that he was at length mas- 
ter of his own movements, could not long be at a loss for plans 
or tasks. Once settled at Bauerhacb, he immediately resumed 
his poetical employments ; and forgot, in the regions of fancy, 
the vague uncertainties of his real condition, or saw prospects 
or amending it in a life of Uteralure. By many safe and saga- 
cious persons, the prudence of his late proceedings might he 
more than questioned ; it was natural for many to forbode that 
one who left the port so rashly, and sailed with such precipita- 
tion, was likely to make shipwreck ere the voyage had extended 
far : but the lapse of a few months put a stop to such predic- 
tions. A year had not passed since his departure, when Schiller 
sent forth his VersckwSrtmff des Fiesco and Kabale itiiii LUbe; 
tragedies which testified that, dangerous and arduous as the 
Ufe he had selected might be, he possessed resources more than 
adequate to its emergencies. Fiesco he had commenced dur- 
ing the period of his artest at Stuttgard ; it was published, with 
the other play, in 1783; and soon after brought upon the Mann- 
heim theatre, with universal approbation. 

It was now about three years since the composition of the 
Robbers had been finished ; five since the first sketch of it had 
been formed. With what real and success Schiller had, in that 
interval, pursued the work of his mental culture, these two 
dramas are a striking proof. The first ardour of youth is Still 
to be discerned in them ; but it is now chastened by the dic- 
tates of a maturer reason, and made to animate the products 
of a much happier and more skilful invention. Schiller's ideas 
of art had expanded and grown clearer, his knowledge of hfe 
had enlarged. He exhibits more acquaintatvce'>«W\\Vc^'mAa.- 
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mental principles of human n.itufe. ns well aswitli the 
stances under which it usually displays ilseK ; and far higlwr 
and jusier views of the manner in which iis mani relations 
should be represented. 

In the Conspiracy of Fitsco we have lo admire not only thft 
enei^etic animation which the author has inrused into all His 
characters, but the distinctness with which he has discriminated, 
without aggravating them; snd the vividness with which he 
has contrived lo depict the scene «'hete they act and move. 
The political and personal relations of ihc Genoese nobility; 
the Iimurious splendour, the intrigues, the feuds, and jarring 
interests, which occupy them, are made visible before us 
understand and may appreciate the complexities of the 
spiracy ; we mingle, as among realities, in the pompous and 
imposing movements which lead to the catastrophe. ThecaU- 
Etrophe itself is displayed with peculiar effect. The midoight 
silence of Ihc sleeping eiiy, interrupted only by the distant' 
sounds of watchmen, by ilie low hoarse murmur of the sea, ot 
the stealthy footsteps .ind disguised voice of Fiesco, is conveyed 
to our imagination by some brief but graphic touches; we 
to stand in the solitude and deep stillness of Genoa, awaiting 
the signal which is to burst so fearfully upon its slumber. At 
length the gun is Ared; and the wild uproar which ensues is 
no less strikingly exhibited. The deeds and sounds of violence, 
astonishment and terror; the volleying cannon, (he heavy toll 
of the alarm-bells, the acclamation of assembled thousands, 
'the voice of Genoa speaking with Fiesco.' — all is made present 
to us with a force and clearness, which of itself were enough 
to show no ordinary power of close and comprehensive concep- 
tion, no ordinary skill in arranging and expressing its results. 

But it is not this felicitous delineation of circumstances and 
visible scenes that constitutes our principal enjoyment, t^lie 
faculty of penetrating through obscurity and confusion, to seiie 
the characteristic features of an object, abstract or material; 
of producing a lively description in the latter case, an accurate 
and keen scrutiny in the former, is the essential property of 
intellect, and occupies in its best form a high rank in the scale 
of mental gifts ; but the creative faculty of the poet, and espe- 
cially of the dramatic poet, is something superadded 
't is lar rater, and occupies a rank far higKcft) In this parii 
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cular, Fieiio, williout approaching tlie limits of perfection, y« 
stands in an elevated range of CKcellence. The characters, on 
the whole, are imagined and portrayed with great impressive- 
ness and vigour. Traces of old faults are indeed still to be 
discovered ; there still seems a want of pliancy about the genius 
of the author; a stiffness and heaviness in his motions. His 
sublimity is not to be questioned; but it does not always dis- 
daia the aid of rude contrasts and mere theatrical effect. He 
paints in colours deep and glowing, but without sufUcient skill 
to biend them delicately; he amplifies nature more than puri- 
fies it; he omits, but does not well concealthe omission. Fiesco 
has not the complete charm of a true though embellished re- 
semblance to reality; iis attraction rather lies in a kind of 
colossal magnitude, which requires it, if seen to advantage, to 
be viewed from a distance. Yet the prevailing qualities of the 
piece do more than make us pardon such defects. Ifthe dra- 
matic imitalion is not always entirely successful, it is never 
very distant from success; and a constant flow of powerful 
thought and sentiment counteracts, or prevents us from no- 
ticing, the failure. We find evidence of great philosophic pene- 
tration, great resources of invention, directed by a skilful study 
of history and men; and everywhere a bold grandeur of feeling 
and imagery gives life to what study has combined. The chief 
incidents have a dazding magnificence; the chief characters, 
an aspect of majesty and force which corresponds to it. Fer- 
vour of heart, capaciousness of intellect and imagination, pre- 
sent themselves on all sides : the general effect is powerful and 
exalting. 

Fiesco himself is a personage at once probable and tragic- 
ally interesting. The luxurious dissipation, in which he veils 
his daring projects, softens the rudeness of that strength which 
it half conceals. His immeasurable pride expands ilselfnot 
only into a disdain of subjection, but also into the most lofty 
acts of magnanimity: his blind confidence fn fortune seems 
almost warranted by the resources which he finds in his own 
fearlessness and imperturbable presence of mind. His ambition 
participates in the nobleness of his other qualities ; he ' 
anxious that his rivals should yield to him in power than 
generosity and greatness of character, attributes oi which power 
is with him but the symbol and the fit employment. Ambition 
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in Fiesco is indeed the common wish of ercry mind ii 
its individual influence, (o sec its oom activity r 
from the united minds of miJIioDs: bm it is the commoD « 
acting on no common man. He docs wx long lo nit, t] 
may sway other wIlU, as il were, by the phjrskal exctliOB 
hii OWD : he would lead us captive b) the supciior gnutdeW^ 
of hia qunlities, once fairly manifeiicd ; and he aims U 4(unj- I 
nion, chiefly as it will enable him to manifest these. 
the arena that he values, but what lies in that arena :' tlie 
sovereignty is enviable, not for its adventitious splendour, not 
because it is the object of coarse and universal wonder: but fts 
it offers, in the collected force of a nation, something whidi 
the loftiest mortal may tind scope for all his powers ingiuding. 
" Spread out the thunder," Fiesco exclaims, "into its tinf^ 
" tones, and it becomes a lutUby for children : pour it fottb 
" together in ont quick peal, and the royal sound shall IQOVe 
" the heavens." His affections are not less vehemeat than his 
other passions : his heart can be melted into powerlessness and 
tenderness by the mild persuasions of his Leonora ; the iden 
of exalting this amiable being mingles largely with the other 
motives to his enterprise. He is, in fact, a great, and mi^t 
have been a virtuous man; and though in the pursuit oi' gran- 
deur he swerves from absolute rectitude, we still respect his 
splendid qualities, and admit the force of the allurements which 
have led him astray. Il is but faintly Ihal we condemn his 
sentiraenls, when, after a night spent in struggles between a. 
rigid and a. more accommodating patriotism, he looks out of 
his chamber, as the sun is rising in its calm beauty, and gild- 
ing the waves and mountains, and all the innumerable palaces 
and domes and spires of Genoa, and exclaims with rapture: 
■' This majestic city— mine 1 To flame over it like the kingly 
" Day; to brood over it with a monarch's power; all these 
" sleepless longings, all these never satiated wishes to be 
" drowned in that unfathomable ocean 1" We admire Fiesco, 
we disapprove ol him, and sympathise with him : he is crushed 
in the ponderous machinery which himself put in motion and 
thought to control : we lament his fate, but confess that it was 
not undeserved. He is a tit ' offering of individual free-will to 
the force of social conventions.' 

Fiesco is not the only striking character in the play wbicb I 
bear* 111* name. The narrow fanatical republic. 
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Yercina, the mild and venerable wisdom of the old Doiia, tlie 
unbridled profligacy of his Nephew, even the cold, contented, 
irreclaimable perversity of the cutthroat Moor, all dwell in our 
rccollectians : but what, next to Fiesco, chiefly attracts iis, is 
the character of Leonora his wife. Leonora is ot kindred to 
Amelia in the Hobbers, but involved in more complicated re- 
lations, and brought fiearet to the actual condition of humanity. 
She is such a heroine as Schiller most delights to draw. Meek 
and retiring by the softness of her nature, yet glowing with an 
ethereal ardour for all that is illustrious and lovely, she clings 
about her liusband, as if her being were one with his. She 
dreams of remote and peaceful scenes, where Fiesco should be 
all to her, she all to Fiesco : her idea of love is, that ' hey 
' name should lie in secret behind every one of his thoughts, 
' should speak to him from every object of Nature ; that for 
' him, this bright majestic universe itself were but as the shin- 
' ing jewel, on which her image, only hers, stood engraved.' 
Her character seems a reflection of Fiesco's, but refined from 
his grosser strength, and transfigured into a celestial form of 
purity, and tenderness, and touching grace. Jealousy cannot 
move her into anger; she languishes in concealed sorrow, when 
she thinks herself forgotten. Itis aflection alone that can rouse 
her into passion ; but under the influence of this, she forgets 
all weakness and fear. She cannot stay in her palace, on the 
night when Fiesco's destiny is deciding; she rushes forth, as 
if inspired, to share in her husband's dangers and sublime deeds, 
and perishes at last in the tumult, 

The death of Leonora, so brought about, and at such a 
time, is reckoned among the bleniishes of the work : that of 
Fiesco, in which Schiller has ventured to depart from history, 
is to be more favourably judged of. Fiesco is not here acci- 
dentally drowned; but plunged into the waves by the indignant 
Verrina, who forgets or stifles the feelings of friendship, in his 
rage at political apostasy. 'The nature of the Drama,' we are 
justly told, ' will not suffer the operation of Chance, or of an 
' immediate Providence, Higher spirits can discern the minute 

• fibres of an event stretching through the whole expanse of 

• the system of the world, and hanging, it may be, on the 

• motesi limits of the future and the past, where man discerns 
■ nothing save the action itself, hovering unconnected in space. 
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■ Hut liie artist has to p;iint Tor (he chart view ui man, whom 
' he witihes to instruct ; not for the piercing eye of superior 
* powera, from whom he learns.' 

In the composition of FUscc, Schiller dfrivcd the main part 
ol bis original materials from history ; he could increase (he 
effect by gorgeous representations, and ideas preexisting in the 
mind of his reader. Enormity of incident and strangeness of 
situation lent him a similar assistance in the Robbers, h'atalt 
unci Uebt is destitute of these advantages ; it is a tragedy of 
domestic life ; its means of interesting are comprised within 
itself, and rest on very simple feelings, dignified by no v«y 
singular action. The name, Couri-Inlriguing and Love, cor- 
rectly designates iis nature; it aims at exhibiting the conflict, 
the victorious conilict, of political manoeuvering, of cold worldly 
wisdom, with the pure impassioned movements of the young 
heart, as yet unsullied by the tarnish of every<day lif^ inex- 
perienced in its calculations, sick of its empty formalities, and 
indignantly detemiined to cast-off the mean restrictions it im- 
poses, which bind so lirmly by their number, though singly so 
contemptible. The idea is fnr from original r this is a conflict 
which most men have figured to themselves, which many men 
of ardent mind are in some degree constantly waging. To make 
it, in this simple form, the subject of a drama, seems to be a 
thought of Schiller's own : but the praise, though not the merit 
of his undertaking, considerable rather as performed than pro- 
jected, has been lessened by araullilude of worthless or noxious 
imitations. The same primary conception has been tortured 
into a thousand shapes, and tricked out with a thousand tawdry 
devices and meretricious ornaments, by Ihe Kotiebnes, and 
other 'intellectual Jacobins,' whose productions have brought 
what we falsely call the ' German Theatre' into such deserved 
contempt in England. Some portion of the gall, due only to 
these inflated, flimsy, and fantastic persons, appears to have 
acted on certain critics in estimating this play of Schiller's. 
August Wilhelm Schlegei speaks slightingly of the work : he 
says, ' it Will hardly move us by its tone of overstrained sensi- 
' bility, but may well afflict us by the painful impressions which 

■ it leaves,' Our own experience has been different from that 
of Schlege!. In the characters Oi Louisa and Ferdinand Walter 



■7SS^. 



KAllALE UNI) LIEBE. 



33 



we discovered Utile overstraining; their sensibilily we did nol 
reckon very criminal ; seeing it united wilt a ciearness of judg- 
ment, chastened by a purity of heart, and controlled by a force 
of virtuous resolution, in full proportion with itself. We rather 
admired the genius of the poet, which could elevate a poor 
music-master's daughter to the dignit)' of a heroine; could re- 
present, without wounding our si;nse of propriety, the affection 
of two noble beings, created for each other by nature, and 
divided by rank ; we sympatliised in their sentiments enough 
to feel a proper interest in their fate, and see in them, what 
lothor meant we should see, two pure and lofty minds in- 
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thing to mere use and wont. His passion for Louisa is the sign 
and the nourishment rather than the cause of such a temper : 
he loves her without limit, as the only creature he has ever 
met with of a like mind with himself ; and this feeling exalts 
into inspiration what was already the dictate of his nature. 
We accompany him on his straight and plain path ; we rejoice 
to see him fling aside with a strong arm the artifices and allure- 
ments with which a worthless father and more worthless asso- 
ciates assail him at first in vain ; there is something attractive 
in the spectacle of native integrity, fearless though inexperi- 
enced, at war with selfishness and craft ; something mournful, 
because the victory will seldom go as we would have it. 

Louisa is a meet partner for the generous Ferdinand: the 
poet has done justice to her character. She is tiinid and 
humble ; a feeUng and richly gifted soul is hid in her by the 
unkindness of her earthly lot; she is without counsellors except 
the innate holiness of her heart, and the dictates of her keen 
though untutored understanding ; yet when the hour of trial 
' comes, she can obey the commands of both, and draw from 
herself a genuine nobleness of conduct, which secondhand prud- 
ence, and wealth, and titles, would but render less touching- 
Her itlial affection, her angelic attachmcwt, \.q \i.« XQ-^a.V-ix , 
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sublime and artless piety, are beautifully contrasted with the 
bleakness of her external circumstances : she appears before 
us like the 'one rose of the wilderness left on its stalk,' and 
we grieve to see it crushed and trodden down so rudely. 

The innocence, the enthusiasm, the exalted life and stem 
fate of Louisa and Ferdinand give a powerful charm to this 
tragedy : it is everywhere interspersed with pieces of fine elo- 
quence, and scenes which move us by their dignity or pathos. 
We recollect few passages of a more overpowering nature than 
the conclusion, where Ferdinand, beguiled by the most dia- 
bolical machinations to disbelieve the virtue of his mistress, 
puts himself and her to death by poison. There is a gloomy 
and solemn might in his despair; though overwhelmed, he 
seems invincible : his enemies have blinded and imprisoned 
him in their deceptions ; but only that, like Samson, he may 
overturn his prison-house, and bury himself, and all that have 
wronged him, in its ruins. 

The other characters of the play, though in general pro- 
perly sustained, are not sufficiently remarkable to claim much 
of our attention. Wurm, the chief counsellor and agent of the 
unprincipled, calculating Father, is wicked enough ; but there 
is no great singularity in his wickedness. He is little more 
than the dry, cool, and now somewhat vulgar miscreant, the 
villanous Attorney of modern novels. Kalb also is but a worth- 
less subject, and what is worse, but indifferently handled. He 
is meant for the feather-brained thing of tags and laces, which 
frequently inhabits courts ; but he wants the grace and agility 
proper to the species ; he is less a fool than a blockhead, less 
perverted than totally inane. Schiller's strength lay not in 
comedy, but in something far higher. The great merit of the 
present work consists in the characters of the hero and heroine ; 
and in this respect it ranks at the very head of its class. As 
a tragedy of common life, we know of few rivals to it, certainly 
of no superior. 

The production of three such pieces as the Robbers, Fiesco^ 
and Kabale und Liebe, already announced to the world that 
another great and original mind had appeared, from whose 
maturity, when such was the promise of its youth, the highest 
expectations might be formed. These three plays stand related 
to each other in regard to their nature and form, as well as 
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date : they exhibit the progressive state of Schiller's education ; 
show us the fiery ciiUiusiasm of youth, exasperated into wild- 
ncss, astonishing in its movements rather than sublime ; and 
the same enthusiasm gradually yielding to the sway of reason, 
gradually using itself to the constraints prescribed by sound 
judgment and mote extensive knowledge. Of the three, the 
Rabbers is doubtless the most singular, nnd hkely perhaps to 
be the most widely popular : but the latter two are of more real 
worth in the eye of taste, and will better bear a careful and 
rigorous study. 

With the appearance alFiisco and its companion, the first 
period of Schiller's literary history may conclude. Tlie stormy 
confusions of his youth were now subsiding ; after all his aber- 
rations, repulses, and perplexed wanderings, he was at length 
about to reach his true destination, and limes of more serenity 
began to open for him, Two such tragedies as he had lately 
offered to the world made it easier for his friend Dalberg to 
second his pretensions. Schiller was at last gratified by the 
fulfilment of his favourite scheme; in September 1783, he went 
to Mannheim, as poet to the tlieatre, a post of respectability 
and reasonable profit, to the duties of which he forthwith ad- 
dressed himself widi all his heart. He was not long afterwards 
elected a member of the German Society established for literary 
objects in Mannheim ; and he valued the honour, not only as 
a testimony of respect from a highly estimable quarter, but also 
as 3 means of uniting him more closely with men of kindred 
pursuits and tempers : and what was more than all, of quieting 
forever his apprehensions from the government at Stuttgard. 
Since his arrival at Mannheim, one or two suspicious incidents 
had again alarmed him on this head : but being now acknow- 
ledged as a subject of the Elector Palatine, naturalised by law 
in his new country, he had nothing more to fear from tiie Duke 
of Wurtemberg. 

Satisfied with his moderate income, safe. free, and sur- 
rounded by friends that loved and honoured him, Schiller now 
looked confidenlly forward to what a!! his efforts had been a 
search and hitherto a fruitless search for, an undisturbed lile 
of intellectual labour. What effect this happy aspect of his 
circumstances must have produced upon him may be easily 
conjectured. Through many years he had been inured to agi- 
Ution aiid distress ; now peace and liberty aniVv'i^,^'*'*:^"™- 
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themselves, were sweeter for their novelty. For the first time 
in his life, he saw himself allowed to obey without reluctance 
the ruling bias of his nature ; for the first time inclination and 
duty went hand in hand. . His activity awoke with renovated 
force in this favourable scene ; long-thwarted, half-forgotten 
projects again kindled into brightness, as the possibility of their 
accomplishment became apparent : Schiller glowed with a ge- 
nerous pride when he felt his faculties at his own disposal, and 
thought of the use he meant to make of them. ' All my con- 

* nexions,' he said, *are now dissolved. The public is now all 

* to me, my study, my sovereign, my confidant. To the public 
' alone I henceforth belong ; before this and no other tribunal 
' will I place myself ; this alone do I reverence and fear. Some- 

* thing majestic hovers before me, as I determine now to wear 

* no other fetters but the sentence of the world, to appeal to 
'no other throne but the soul of man.' 

These expressions are extracted from the preface to his 
Thalia, a periodical work which he undertook in 1784, devoted 
to subjects connected with poetry, and chiefly with the drama. 
In such sentiments we leave him, commencing the arduous 
and perilous, but also glorious and sublime duties of a life con- 
secrated to the discovery of truth, and the creation of intellec- 
tual beauty. He was now exclusively what is called a Man of 
Letters^ for the rest of his days. 



FROM SCHILLER'S SETTLEMENT AT MANNHEIM 
TO HIS SETTLEMENT AT JENA. (1783-1790.) 

I V to know wisdom were lo practise it ; if fame brought true 
dignity and peace of mind ; or happiness consisted in nourish- 
ing the intellect with its appropriate food, and surrounding the 
imagination with ideal beauty, a literary life would be the most 
enviable which the lot of this world affords, But tlie truth Is 
-far otherwise. The Man of Letters has no immutable, all- 
conquering volition, more than other mea ; to understand and 
to perform are two very different things with him as with every 
one. His fame rarely exerts a favourable influenceon his dig- 
nity of character, and never on his peace of mind : its ghtier 
is externa), for the eyes of others ; within, it is but the aliment 
of unrest, the oil cast upon the ever-gnawing fire of ambition, 
quickening into fresh vehemence the blaze which it stills for a 
moment. Moreover, this Man of Letters is not wholly made of 
spirit, but of clay and spirit mixed : his thinking faculties may 
be nobly trained and exercised, hut he must have affections as 
well as thoughts to make him happy, and food and raiment 
must be given him or he dies. Far from being the most en- 
viable, his way of life is perhaps, among the many modes by 
which an ardent mind endeavours to express its activity, the 
most thickly beset with suffering and degradation. Look at 
the biography of authors I Except the Newgale Calendar, it is 
the most sickening chapter in the history of man. The cala- 
mities of these people are a fertile topic ; and too often their 
faults and vices have kept pace with their calamities. Nor 
is it difficult to see how this has happened. Talent of any 
sort is genernlly accompanied with a peculiar fineness of sensi- 
bility; of genius this is the most essential constituent ; and"" 
in any shape has sorrows enough for hearts so formed. The 
employments of literature sharpen this natuial IcwieTic^j ", "Cmi. 
vexations Ihat accompany them !rei\\icvi\.Vj fti.asi^cta.'i.^i ' "~" 
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morbid soreness. The cares and toils of literature are the busi- 
ness of life ; its delights arc too ethereal and too transient to 
furnish that perennial flow of satisfaction, coarse but plenteous 
and substantial, of which happiness in this world of ours is 
made. The most finished efforts of the mind give it little plea- 
sure, frequently they give it pain ; for men's aims are ever far 
beyond their strength. And the outward recompense of these 
undertakings, the distinction they confer, is of still smaller 
value : the desire for it is insatiable even when successful; and 
when baffled, it issues in jealousy and envy, and every pitiful 
and painful feeling. So keen a temperament with so little to 
restrain or satisfy, so much to distress or tempt it, produces 
contradictions which few are adequate to reconcile. Hence the 
unhappiness of literary men, hence their faults and follies. 

Thus literature is apt to form a dangerous and discontent- 
ing occupation even for the amateur. But for him whose rank 
and worldly comforts depend on it, who does not live to write, 
but writes to live, its difficulties and perils are fearfully in- 
creased. Few spectacles are more afflicting than that of such 
a man, so gifted and so fated, so jostled and tossed to and fro 
in the rude bustle of life, the buflfetings of which he is so little 
fitted to endure. Cherishing, it may be, the loftiest thoughts, 
and clogged with the meanest wants ; of pure and holy pur- 
poses, yet ever driven from the straight path by the pressure 
of necessity, or the impulse of passion; thirsting for glory, and 
frequently in want of daily bread ; hovering between the em- 
pyrean of his fancy and the squalid desert of reality ; cramped 
and foiled in his most strenuous exertions ; dissatisfied with 
his best performances, disgusted with his fortune, this Man of 
Letters too often spends his weary days in conflicts with ob- 
scure misery : harassed, chagrined, debased, or maddened ; 
the victim at once -of tragedy and farce ; the last forlorn out- 
post in the war of Mind against Matter. Many are the noble 
souls that have perished bitterly, with their tasks unfinished, 
under these corroding woes ! Some in utter famine, like Ot- 
way; some in dark insanity, like Cowper and Collins ; some, 
like Chatterton, have sought out a more stern quietus, and 
turning their indignant steps away from a world which refused 
them welcome, have taken refuge in that strong Fortress, where 
poverty and cold neglect, and the thousand natural shocks 
which flesh is heir to, could not reach them any more. 
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Yet among these men are to be found the brightest sped- 
mens and the chief benefactors of mankind I It is they that 
keep awake the finer parts of our souls ; that ^ive us better 
aims than power or pleasure, and withstand the total sove- 
reignty of Mammon in this earth. They are the vanguard in 
the march of mind ; the intellectual Backwoodsmen, reclaim- 
ing from the idle wilderness new territories for the thought 
and the activity of their happier brethren. Pity that from all 
their conquests, so rich in benefit to others, themselves should 
reap so little I But it is vain to murmur. They are volun- 
teers in this cause ; they weighed the charms of it against the 
perils : and they must abide the results of their decision, as all 
must. The hardships of the course they follow are formidable, 
but not all inevitable ; and to such as pursue it rightly, it 
is not without its great rewards. If an author's life is more 
agitated and more painful than that of others, it may also be 
made more spirit-stirring and exalted : fortune may render him 
unhappy ; it is only himself that can make him despicable. 
The history of genius has, in fact, its bright side as well as its 
dark. And if it is distressing to survey the misery, and what 
is worse, the debasement of so many gifted men, it is doubly 
cheering on the other hand to reflect on the few, who, amid ihe 
temptations and sorrows to which life in all its provinces and 
most in theirs is liable, have travelled through it in calm and 
virtuous majesty, and are now hallowed in our memories, not 
less for their conduct than their writings. Such men are the 
flower of this lower world : to such alone can the epithet of 
great be applied with its true emphasis, There is a congruity 
in their proceedings which one loves to contemplate; 'he 
' who would wrile heroic poems, should make his whole life a 
' heroic poem.' 

So thought our Milton ; and, what was more difficult, he 
acted so. To Milton, the moral king of authors, a heroic mul- 
titude, out of many ages and countries, might be joined : a 
'cloudofwitnesses,' that encompass the true literary man through- 
out his pilgrimage, inspiring him to lofty emulation, cheering 
bis solitary thoughts with hope, teaching him to struggle, to 
endure, to conquer difficulties, or, in failure and heavy suffer- 

' arm Ih'obdured breast 
With rtubboni patience as viilh Iri^Vt ft«i.' 
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To (his august series, in liis own dL'^^rce, Ihe name of Schilh 
may be added. 

Schiller lived in more peaceful times than Milton ; his hW 
toty is less distinguished by obstacles surmounted, or sacritict ' 
made to principle ; yet he had his share of trials to 
and the admirers of his writings need not feel ashamed of the 
way in which he bore it. One virtue, the parent of many others, 
and the most essential of any, in his circumstances, he pos- 
sessed in a supreme degree : he was devoted with entire and 
imchanging ardour to the cause he had embarked in. The ex- 
tent of his natural endowments might have served, with a less 
eager character, as an excuse for long periods of indolence, 
broken only by fits of casual exertion : with him it was but a 
new incitement to improve and develop them. The Ideal Man 
that lay withm him, the image of himself as he should be, was 
formed upon a strict and curious standard ; and to reach tlus 
constantly approached and constantly receding emblem of per- 
fection, was the unwearied effort of his life. This crowning 
principle of conduct, never ceasing to inspire his energetic mind, 
introduced a consistency into his actions, a firm coherence into 
his character, which the changeful condition of his history ren- 
dered of peculiar importance. His resources, his place of resi- 
dence, his associates, his worldly prospects, might vary as they 
pleased ; this purpose did not vary; it was ever present with 
him to ner^'e everj- belter faculty of his head and heart, to in- 
vest the chequered vicissitudes of his fortune with a dignity de- 
rived from himself. The zeal of his nature overcame the tempt-- _ 
ations to that loitering and indecision, that fluctuation betwee 
sloth and consuming toil, that infirmity of resolution, with a 
its tormenting and enfeebling consequences, to which a literary 
man, working as he does at a solitary task, uncalled for by anjn 
pressing tangible demand, and to be recompensed by distant ■ 
and dubious advantage, is especially exposed. Unity of ainVrfl 
aided by ordinary vigour of character, will generally ii] 
severance ; a quality not ranked among the cardinal virtues, but 
as essential as any of them to tlve proper conduct of fife. Nine- 
lenths of the miseries and vices of mankind proceed from idle- 
ness r with men of quick minds, to whom it is especially per- 
nicious, this habit ts commonly the fruit of many disappoint. . 
s and schemes oft baffled ; and men fail in their scheme!, J 
o much from the want of strength as from the ill-din 
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of it. (Jhe weakest living creature, by concentrating his powers 
single object, can accomplish something ; the strongest, 



o accomplish anything. 

passage through the 

T it with hideous up- 

n have applied more 

r been more resolutely 



by dispereing his over many, may fail ti 
The drop, by continual falling, bores it; 
hardest rock ; the hasty torrent rushes o 
roar, and leaves no trace behin^ Few n 
steadfastly to the business of their life, a 
diligent than Schiller. 

The profession of theatrical poet was, in his present cir- 
cumatanees, particularly favourable to the maintenance of this 
wholesome state of mind. In the fuliilment of its duties, while 
he gratified his own dearest predilections, he was likewise 
warmly seconded by the prevailing taste of the public. The 
interest excited by the stage, and the importance attached to 
everylbing connected with it, are greater in Germany than in 
any other part of Europe, not excepting France, or even Paris. 
Nor, as in Paris, is the stage in German towns considered 
merely as a mental recreation, an elegant and pleasant mode 
of filling up the vacancy of tedious evenings : in Germany, it 
has the advantage of being comparatively new; and its exhi- 
bitions are directed to a class of minds attuned to a far higher 
pitch of feeling. The Germans are accused of a proneness to 
amplify and systematise, to admire with excess, and to find, in 
whatever calls forth their applause, an epitome of a thousand 
excellencies, which no one else can discover in it. Their dis- 
cussions on the theatre do certainly give colour to this charge. 
Nothing, at least to an English reader, can appear more dis- 
proportionate than the influence they impute to the stage, and 
the quantity of anxious investigation they devote to its con- 

With us, the question about the moral tendency of theatri- 
cal amusements is now very generally consigned to the medita- 
tion of debating clubs, and speculative societies of young men 
under age ; with our neighbours it is a weighty subject of in- 
quiry for minds of almost the highest order. With tis, the stage 
is considered as a harmless pastime, wholesome because it oc- 
cupies the man by occupying his mental, not his sensual facul- 
ties ; one of the many departments of fictitious representation ; 
perhaps the most exciting, but also the most transitory; some- 
times hurtful, generally beneficial, just as the rest are ■, eWiCtA. 
to no peculiar regard, and far \n(er\ot m U* cttttt. v-i -rnxsi^ 
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others which have no special apparatus for ibeir applicatl^^^H 
The Germans, on ihe contmry, talk of it as of sonic new orgafl^^^f 
Terming the hearts and mitids of men ; a sort of lay pulph, j^^^H 
worthy ally of the sacred one, and perhaps even better litH^^H 
to exalt some of our nobler feelings ; because its objects an 
much more varied, and because it speaks to us through inany 
avenues, addressing the eye by its pomp and decorations, the 
ear by its harmanies, and the heart and imagination by its 
poetical embellishments, and heroic acts and sentiments. In- 
fluences still more mysterious are hinted at, if not directly an- 
nounced. An idea seems to lurk obscurely at the bottom of 

I certain of their abstruse and elaborate speculations, as if tbe 

stage were destined to replace some of those sublime illusions 
which the progress of reason is fast driving from the earth; as 
if its pageantry, and allegories, and figurative sh ado wing-forth 
of things, might supply men's nature with much of that quick- 
ening nourishment which we once derived from the superstitions 
and mythologies of darker ages. Viewing the matter in this 
light, they proceed in the management of it with all due earnest- 
ness. Hence their minute and painful investigations of the ori- 
gin of dramatic emotion, of its various kinds and degrees; their 

I subdivisions of romantic and heroic and romantico-hcroic, and 

the other endless jargon that encumbers their critical writings. 
The zeal of the people corresponds with that of their instruc- 
tors. The want of more important public interests naturally 
contributes still farther to the prominence of this, the discus- 
sion of which is not forbidden, or sure to be without «" 
Literature attracts nearly all the powerful thought that c 
lales in Germany ; and the theatre is the great nucleus of 
man literature. 

It was to be expected that Schiller would participate 
feeling so universal, and so accordant with his own wishes and 
prospects. The theatre of Mannheim was at that period one 
of the best in Germany ; he felt proud of the share which he 
had in conducting it, and exerted himself with his usual alac- 
rity in promoting its various objects. Contiected with the duties 
of his office, was the more personal duty of improving his own 
faculties, and extending his knowledge of the art which he hi 
engaged to cultivate. He read much, and studied more. T 
perusal of Corneille, Racine, Voltaire, and the other French d 
sics, could not be without advantage to one whose exuberai 
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of power, and dafect of taste, were the only faults he had ever 
been reproached with ; and the sounder ideas thus acquired, 
he was constantly busy in exemplifying by atlempts of his own. 
His projected translations from Shafcspearc and the French were 
postponed for the present : indeed, except in the instance of 
Macbslh, they were never finished : his Conradia von Schwa- 
ben, and a second part of the ^i^fi^^rj, were likewise abandoned: 
but a number of minor undertakings sufficiently evinced his 
diligence : and Den Carlos, which he had now seriously com- 
menced, was occupying all his poetical faculties. 

Another matter he had much at heart was the setting forth* 
of a periodical work, devoted to the concerns of the stage. In 
this enterprise, Schiller had expected the patronage and co- 
operation of the Germ^'Society, of which he was a member, 
k did not strike him Iha? any other moti\c than a genuine love 
of art, and zeal for ils advancement, could have induced men 
to join such a body. But the ical of the German Society was 
more according to knowledge than that of their new associate: 
they listened with approving ear lo his vivid representations, 
and wide-spreading projects, but declined taking any part in 
the execution of them, Dalbcrg alone seemed willing to sup- 
port him. Mortified, but not dislieaitcned by their coldness, 
Schiller reckoned up his means of succeeding without them. 
The plan of his work was contracted within narrower limits ; 
he determined to commence it on his own resources. After 
much delay, the first number of the Rhtiiiische Thalia, enriched 
by three acts ai Don Carlos, appeared in 1785. It was con- 
tinued with one short interruption, till 179+. The main pur- 
pose of the work being the furtherance of dramatic art, and the 
extension and improvement ot the public taste for such enter- 
tainments, its chief contents are easy to be guessed at ; thea- 
trical criticisms, essays on the nature of the stage, its history 
in various countries, its moral and Intellectual effects, and the 
best methods of producing them. A part of the publi 
was open to poetry and miscellaneous discussion. 

Meditating so many subjects so assiduously, Schiller knew 
not what it was to be unemployed. Yet the task of composing 
dramatic varieties, of troining players, and deliberating " 
theatrical senate, or even of expressing philosophically his 
opinions on these points, could not wholly occupy sucb.^ 
~" « were times when, notsi'rt\\s\a.'ciiwi?.'^\: 
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habits, and a.11 the vaunting of dramaturgists, he felt that their 
Bcenic glories were but an empty show, a lying refiige, where 
there was no abiding rest for the soul. His eager spirit turned 
away from their paltry world of pasteboard, to dwell among the 
deep and serious interests of the living world of men. Tlie 
Tha/ia, besides its dramatic speculations and performances, 
contains several of his poems, which indicate that his attention, 
though officially directed elsewhither, was alive to all the com- 
mon concerns of humanity ; that he looked on life not more af 
a writer than as a man. The Laura, whom he celebrates, vn^ 
not a vision of the mind ; but a living fair one. whom he sair 
daily, and loved in the secrecy of his heart. His Gruppe ant 
dem Tartarus (Group from Tartarus), his KiiidesmorHerhm 
(Infanticide), are products of a mind brooding over dark and 
mysterious things. While improving in the art of poetry, in the 
capability of uttering his thoughts in the form best adapted to 
express them, he was likewise improving in Ihe more valuable 
art of thought itself; and applying it not only to the business 
of the imagination, but also to those profound and solemn in- 
quiries, which every reasonable mortal Is called to engage with. 
In particular, the PhUosopkische Briefe, written about this 
period, exhibits SchiUer in a new, and to us more interesting 
point of view, Julius and Raphael are the emblems of his own 
fears and his own hopes ; their Philosophic Letters unfold to us 
many a gloomy conflict that had passed in the secret chambers 
of their author's sou!. Sceptical doubis on the most important 
of all subjects were natural to such an understanding as Schil- 
ler's ; but his heart was not of a temper to rest satisfied with 
doubts ; or to draw a sorry compensation for them from the 
pride of superior acuteness, or the vulgar pleasure of producing 
an effect on others by assailing their dearest and holiest per- 
suasions. With him the question about the essence of our being 
was not a subject for shallow speculation, charitably named 
scientific ; still less for vain jangling and polemical victories : 
it was a fearful mystery, which it concerned all the deepest sym- 
pathies and most sublime anticipations of his mind to have ex- 
plained. It is no idle curiosity, but ihc shuddering voice of 
nature that asks : ' Ifour happiness depend on the harmonious 
■ play of the sensorium ; if our conviction may waver with thi 
' beating of the pulse ?' What Schiller's ultimate opinii 
. tlieae points were, we are nowhere special!/ iaformed. 



I 



I 



,j!j-,v PHIT-OSorHIC LF.TTKR.S. 43 

liis lieart was Drthodox, that the whole universe was for hun a 
temple, in which he offered up the continual sacrifice of devout 
adoration, his works and life bear noble testimony ; yet, here 
and there, his fairest visions seem as if suddenly sicklied over 
with a pale cast of doubt; a withering shadow seems to flit 
across his soul, and chill it in his loftiest moods. The dark 
condition of the man who longs to believe and longs in vain, he 
can represent with a verisimilitude and touching beauty, which 
shows it to have been familiar to himself. Apart from their 
ingenuity, there is a certain severe pathos in some of these 
passages, which affects us with a peculiar emotion. The hero 
of another work is made to express himself in these terms r 
' What went before and what will follow me, I regard as 

■ two black impenetrable curtains, which hang down at the two 
' extremities of human iife, and which no living man has yet 
' drawn aside. Many hundreds of generations have already 
' stood before them with their torches, guessing anxiously what 
' lies behind. On the curtain of Futurity, many see their own 
' shadows, the fonns of their passions enlarged and put in mo- 
'tion; they shrink in terror at this image of themselves. Poets, 

■ philosophers, and founders of states, have painted this curtain 

• with their dreams, more smiling or more dark, as the sky 
' above them was cheerful or gloomy ; and their pictures de- 
' ceive the eye when viewed from a distance. Many jugglers 

• too make profit of this ouruniversal curiosity ; by their strange 
' mummeries, they have set the outstretched fancy in amaze- 

■ ment, A deep silence reigns behind this curtain ; no one once 
' witliin it will answer those he has left without ; all you can 
' hear is a hollow echo of your own question, as if you shouted 

• into a chasm. To the other side of this curtain we are all 

• bound ; men grasp hold of it as they pass, trembhng, uncer- 

■ lain who may stand within it to receive them, quid tit id quod 

• tantum moriiuri vident. Some unbeUeving people there have 

■ been, who have asserted that this curtain did but make a 
' mockery of men, and that nothing could be seen because no- 
' thing -was behind It : but to convince these people, the rest 
' have sej/ed them, and hastily pushed them in.'^ 

The Philosophic Letters paint the struggles of an ardent, 
enthusiastic, inquisitive spirit to dehver itself from the harass- 
ing uncertainties, to penetrate the dread obscurity, which over- 
1 Ptr GiiiMrnlur. ScUiUors Wwl% B, U, 9. %^i. ^ 
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hangs the lot of man. The first faint scruples of the Doubter 
are settled by the maxim : * Believe nothing but thy own rea- 
son ; there is nothing holier than truth.' But Reason, employed 
in such an inquiry, can do but half the work : she is like the Con- 
juror that has pronounced the spell of invocation, but has forgot 
the counter-word ; spectres and shadowy forms come crowding 
at his summons ; in endless multitudes they press and hover 
round his magic circle, and the terror-struck Black-artist can- 
not lay them. Julius finds that on rejecting the primary dictates 
of feeling, the system of dogmatical belief, he is driven to the 
system of materialism. Recoiling in horror from this dead and 
cheerless creed, he toils and wanders in the labyrinths of pan- 
theism, seeking comfort and rest, but finding none ; till, baffled 
and tired, and sick at heart, he seems inclined, as far as we 
can judge, to renounce the dreary problem altogether, to shut 
the eyes of his too keen understanding, and take refuge under 
the shade of Revelation. The anxieties and errors of Julius 
are described in glowing terms ; his intellectual subtleties are 
mingled with the eloquence of intense feeling. The answers of 
his friend are in a similar style; intended not more to convince 
than to persuade. The whole work is full of passion as well 
as acuteness ; the impress of a philosophic and poetic mind 
striving with all its vast energies to make its poetry and its 
philosophy agree. Considered as exhibiting the state of Schil- 
ler's thoughts at this period, it possesses a peculiar interest. In 
other respects there is little in it to allure us. It is short and 
incomplete ; there is little originality in the opinions it expresses, 
and none in the form of its composition. As an argument on 
either side, it is too rhetorical to be of much weight ; it aban- 
dons the inquiry when its difficulties and its value are becoming 
greatest, and breaks off abruptly without arriving at any con- 
clusion. Schiller has surveyed the dark Serbonian bog of 
Infidelity : but he has made no causeway through it : the Philo- 
sophic Letters are a fragment. 

Amid employments so varied, with health, and freedom from 
the coarser hardships of life, Schiller's feelings might be earn- 
est, but could scarcely be unhappy. His mild and amiable 
manners, united to such goodness of heart, and such height of 
accomplishment, endeared him to all classes of society in Mann- 
heim ; Dalberg was still his warm friend ; Schwann and Laura 
he conversed with dailv. His genius was fast enlarging its em- 
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pire, and fast acquiring more complete command ofil; he was 
loved and admired, rich in the enjoyment of present activity and 
fame, and richer in the hope of what was coming. Yet in pro- 
portion as his faculties and his prospects expanded, he began to 
view his actual situation with less and less conlentmen<t. For 
a season after his arrival, it was natural that Mannheim should 
appear to him as land does to the shipwrecked mariner, full of 
gladness and beauty, merely because it is land. It was equally 
natural that, after a time, this sentiment should abate and pass 
away ; that his place of refuge should appear but as other 
places, only with its difficuhies and discoraforts aggravated by 
their nearness. His revenue was inconsiderable here, and 
dependent upon accidents for its continuance ; a share in direct- 
ing the concerns of a provincial theatre, a task not without its 
was little adequate to satisfy the wishes of a mind 
Schiller longed for a wider sphere of action ; the 
all before him ; he lamented that he should still be 
n the mere outskirts of its business ; that he should 
much time and effort in contending with the irascible 
vanity of players, or watching the ebbs and flows of public 
taste ; in resisting small grievances, and realising a small result. 
He determined upon leaving Mannheim. If destitute of other 
holds, his prudence might still have taught him to smother this 
unrest, the never-failing inmate of every human breast, and 
patiently continue where he was i but various resources re- 
mained to him, and various hopes invited him from other quar- 
ters. The produce of his works, or even Ihe exercise of his 
profession, would insure him a competence anywhere ; the 
former had already gained him distinction and goodwill in every 
part of Germany. The first number t>f his Tlialia had arrived 
at the court of H esse n- Darmstadt while the Duke of Sachsen- 
Weimar happened to be there ; the perusal of the first acts of 
Don Carlos had introduced the author to that enlightened 
prince, who expressed his satisfaction and respect by transmit- 
ting him the title of Counsellor. A less splendid but not less 
truthful or pleasing testimonial had lately reached him from 
Leipzig. 

' Some days ago,' he writes, ' I met with a very flattering 
' and agreeable surprise. There came to me, out of Leipzig, fi 
■ unknown hands, four parcels, and as many letters, i 
' with the highest enthusiasm towairda lae, imi o 
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> Willi poetical devoiion. They were accompanied by i 

* miniature portraits, two of which are of very beautiful young 
' ladies, and by a pocket-book sewed in the finest taste. Such 

* a present, from people who can have no interest in it, but to 

* let me know Ibat they wish me well, and ihank me for some 
' cheerful hours, I prixe extremely; the loudest applause of the 
' world could scarcely have flattered me so agreeably,' 

Perhaps this incident, trifling as it was, mi^ht not be with- 
out effect in deciding the choice of his future residence. Lejp- 
iig had the more substantial charm of being a centre of ac- 
tivity and commerce of all sorts, that of literature not excepted ; 
and it contained some more effectual friends of Schiller than 
these his unseen admirers. He resolved on going thither. Hia 
wishes and intentions arc minutely detailed to Huber, his chief 
intimate al Leipzig, in a letter written sliortly before his re- 
moval. We translate it for the hints it gives us of SchiUer's 
tastes and habits at that period of his history-. 

' This, then, is probably the last letter I shall write to you 
' from Mannheim. The time froni the fifteenth of March has 
' hung upon my hands, like a trial for life; and, thank Heaven t 
' I am now ten whole days nearer you. And now, my good 
' friend, as you have already consented to take my entire con- 
' fidence upon your shoulders, allow me the pleasure of lead- 
' ing you into the interior of my domestic wishes. 

' In my new establishment at Leipzig, I purpose to avoid 
' one error, which has plagued me a great deal here in Mann- 

■ beim. It is this: No longer to conduct my own housekeep- 
' ing, and also no longer to live alone. The former is not by 
' any means a business I excel in. It costs me less to execute 
' a whole conspiracy, in five acts, than to settle my domestic 
' arrangements for a week; and poetry, you yourself know, is 
' but a dangerous assistant in calculations of economy. My 

■ mind is drawn different ways ; I fall headlong out of my ideal 
' world, if a holed slocking remind me of the real world. 

'As to the other point, 1 require for my private happiness 
' to have a true warm friend that would be ever at my band, 
' like my better ange! ; to whom I could communicate my 
' nascent ideas in the very act of conceiving Ihem, not needing 
' to transmit them, as at present, by letters or long visits. Nay, . J" 
' when this friend of mine lives beyond the four c " 

' my house, llie trifling circumstance, th.it in order to reach J 
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' him I must cross the street, dress myself, and so fonh, will 
' of itself destroy the enjoyment of the moment, and the train 
' of my thoughts is torn In pieces before I see him. 

' Observe you, my good fellow, these arc petty matters ; but 
' petty matters often bear the weightiest result in the manage- 
' menl of life. I know myself better than perhaps a thousand 
' mothers' sons know themselves ; I understand how much, and 

■ frequently how lillle, I require to be completely happy, The 

■ question therefore is : Can I get this wish of my heart fulfilled 

■ ia Leipzig ? 

' If it were possible that I could make a lodgment with you, 

■ all my cares on that head would be removed. I am no bad 
' neighbour, as perhaps you imagine ; I have pliancy enough 
' lo suit myself to another, and here and there withal a certain 
' knack, as Yorick says, at helping to make him merrier and 
' better. Failing this, if you could find me anyperson that would 
' undertake my small economy, everything would still be^well. 

' I want nothing but a bedroom, which might also be my 
' working room ; and another chamber for receiving visits. 
' The house-gear necessary for me are a good chest of drawers, a 

■ desk, a bed and sofa, a table, and a few chairs. With these con- 
• veniences, my accommodation were sufficiently provided for. 

' I cannot live on the ground-floor, nor close by the ridgc- 
' tile ; also my windows positively must not look into the church- 
■yard. I love men, and therefore like their bustle. Iflcanjiot 
' so arrange it that we (meaning the quiniaple S-lliance^) shall 

■ mess together, I would engage at the labU d'hule of the inn : 
' for I had rather fast than cat without company, large, or else 
' particularly good. 

■ I write all this to you, my dearest friend, to forewarn you 
' of my siily tastes ; and, at all events, that I may put it in your 

■ power lo take some preparatory steps, in one place or another, 
' for my settlement. My demands are, in truth, confoundedly 
' naive, but your goodness has spoiled me. 

' The first part of the Thalia must already be in your pos- 
' session ; the doom of Carlos will ere now be pronounced. 
' Yet I will take it from you orally. Had we five not been ac- 
' quainted, who knows but we might have become so on. occa- 
' sion of this very Carlos?' 

Schiller went accordingly to Leipzig ; though whether Huber 
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received him, or he found his humble necessaries elsewhere, 
we have not learned. He arrived in the end of March 1785, 
after eighteen months' residence at Mannheim. The reception 
he met with, his amusements, occupations, and prospects are 
described in a letter to the Kammerrath Schwann, a bookseller 
at Mannheim, alluded to above. Except Dalberg, Schwann 
had been his earliest friend ; he was now endeared to him by 
subsequent familiarity, not of letters and writing, but of daily 
intercourse; and what was more than all, by the cfrcumstance 
that Laura was his daughter. The letter, it will be seen, was 
written with a weightier object than the pleasure of describing 
Leipzig: it is dated 24th April 1785. 

• You have an indubitable right to be angry at my long 

* silence ; yet I know your goodness too well to be in doubt 

* that you will pardon me. 

' When a man, unskilled as I am in the busy world, visits 
' Leipzig for the first time, during the Fair, it is, if not excusable, 
' at least intelligible, that among the multitude of strange things 
' running through his head, he should for a few days lose re- 

* collection of himself. Such, my dearest friend, has till today 

* been nearly my case ; and even now I have to steal from 
' many avocations the pleasing moments which, in idea, I mean 

* to spend with you at Mannheim. 

' Our journey hither, of which Herr Gotz will give you a 
' circumstantial description, was the most dismal you can well 

* imagine ; Bog, Snow and Rain were the three wicked foes 

* that by turns assailed us ; and though we used an additional 

* pair of horses all the way from Vach, yet our travelling, which 

* should have ended on Friday, was spun-out till Sunday. It 

* is universally maintained that the Fair has visibly suffered by 
' the shocking state of the roads ; at all events, even in my 

* eyes, the crowd of sellers and buyers is far beneath the de- 

* scription I used to get of it in the Empire. 

' In the very first week of my residence here, I made in- 

* numerable new acquaintances ; among whom, Weisse, Oeser, 

* Hillcr, Zollikofer, Professor Huber, Jiinger, the famous actor 

* Reinike, a few merchants' families of the place, and some 

* Berlin people, are the most interesting. During Fair-time, 

* as you know well, a person cannot get the/«// enjoyment of 
' any one ; our attention to the individual is dissipated in the 
' noisy multitude. 
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' My most pleascict recreation hiiherlo has been to visit 
' Richter's coffee-house, where I conslantly find half the world 
• of Leipzig assembled, and extend my acquaintance with 
' foreigners and natives. 

' From various quarters I have had some alluring invita- 
' tions to Berlin and Dresden ; which it will be difficult for me 
' to withstand. It is quite a peculiar case, my friend, to have 
' a. literary name. The few men of worth and consideration 
' who offer you their intimacy on that score, and whose regard 
' is really worth coveting, are too disagreeably counterweighed 
' by the baleful swarm of creatures who keep humming round 
' you, like so many flesh-flies ; gape at you as if you were a 
' monster, and condescend moreover, on the strength of one 
' or two blotted sheets, to present themselves as colleagues. 
' Many people cannot understand how a man that wrote the 
' Robbers should look like another son of Adam, Close-cut 
' hair, at the verj- least, and postillion's boots, and a hunter's 
' whip, were expected. 

■ Many families are in the habit here of spending the sum- 
' met in some of the adjacent villages, and so enjoying the 
' pleasures of the country. I mean to pass a few months in 

■ Gohlis, which lies only a qnarter of a league from Leipzig. 

■ with a very pleasant walk leading to it, through the Rosenthal. 
' Here I purpose being very diligent, working at Cartas and the 
' Thalia; that so, which perhaps will please you more than 
' anything, I may gradually and silently return to my medical 
' profession. I long impatiently for that epoch of my life, when 

■ my prospects may he settled and determined, when I may 
' follow my darling pursuits merely for my own pleasure. At 
' one time I studied medicine con amorc; could I not do it now 
' with still greater keenness? 

'This, my best friend, might of itseif convince you of the 
' truth and firmness of my purpose ; hut what should offer you 
' the most complete security on that point, what must banish 
' all your doubts about my steadfastness, E have yet kept secret. 
' Now or never I must speak it out. Distance alone gives me 
' courage to express the wish of my heart. Frequently enough, 
' when I used to have the happiness of being near you, has this 
' confession hovered on my tongue; but my confidence always 
' forsook me, when I tried to utter it, My best friendl Your 
' goodness, your affection, your gencTO^k^ o4 ^tart, \ia.H^ ^«- 
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ouraged mc in a hope which I can justify by nothing but a^^ 
' iriendship and respect you have always shown me. My free, 
' unconstrained access lo your house afforded me the oppor- 
' luntty of intimate acquaintance with your amiable daughter; 
' and the frank, bind treatment with which both you and she 
' honoured mc, tempted my heart to entertain the bold wish of 
' becoming your son. My prospects have hitherto been dim 
' and vague; ihey now begin to alter in my favour. I will strive 
' with more continuous vigour when the goal is clear; do you 
' decide whether I can reach It, when the dearest wish of niy 
* heart supptorls my zeal. 

' Yet two short years and my whole fortune will be deter- 
' mined. I feel how uiuch I ask, how boldly, and with how 
' little right I ask it. A year is past since this thought took 
' possession of my soul; but my esteem for you and your ex- 
' cellent daughter was too high to allow room for a wish, which 
' at that time I could found on no sohd basis. 1 made it a duty 
' with myself to visit your houae less frequently, and to dissi- 
' pate such feelings by absence; but this poor artifice did not 

• The Duke of Weimar was the first person to whom I dis- 
' closed myself. His anticipating goodness, and tlie declaration 
' that he took an interest in my happiness, induced me to con- 
' fess that this happiness depended on a union with your noble 
■daughter; and he expressed his satisfaction at my choice. 
' I have reason to hope that he will do more, should it come to 
' the point of completing my happiness by this union. 

' I shall add nothing farther : I know well that hundreds of 
' others might afford your daughter a more splendid fate than 
' I at this moment can promise her; but that any other henri 
' can be more worthy of her, I venture to deny. Your decision, 

■ which 1 look for with impatience and fearful expectation, will 

■ determine whether I may venture to write in person to )'our 
" daughter. Fare you well, forever loved by — Your — 

'FniEDRicn Schiller.' 



K Concerning 
not cease be 
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je years aft 



Concerning this proposal, we ha\ e no farther information 

; except that the parlies did not marry, and 

cease being friends. That Schiller obtained the pennis- 

he concludes with requesting, appears from other sources. 
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alludes emphatically lo his eldest daughter; and what is more 
ominniis, apologises for his silence to her. Schiller's situation 
at this period was such as lo preclude ihe idea of present mar- 
riage ; perhaps, in the prospect of ii, Laura and he commenced 
corresponding ; and before the wished-far change of fortune had 
arrived, both of them, attracted to other objects, had lost one 
another in the vortex of life, and ceased to regard their finding 
one another as desirable. 

Schiller's medical project, like many which he formed, never 
came to any issue. In moments of anxiety, amid the fluctua- 
tions of his lot, the thought of this profession floated through 
his mind, as of a distant stronghold, to which, in time of need, 
be might retire. But literature was too intimately interwoven 
with his dispositions and his habits to be seriously interfered 
with; it was only at brief intervals that the pleasure of pursuing 
it exclusively seemed overbalanced by its inconveniences. He 
needed a more certain income than poetry could yield him ; 
but he wished to derive It from some pursuit less alien to his 
darling study. Medicine he never practised after leaving Stutt- 
gard. 

In the mean time, whatever he might afterwards resolve on, 
he determined to complete his Carlos, the half of which, con:*- 
posed a considerable time before, had lately been running the 
gauntlet of criticism in the Thalia? With this for his chief 
occupation, Gohlis or Leipzig for his residence, and a circle of 
chosen friends for his entertainment. Schiller's days went hap-' 
pily along. His Ued an die Freude (Song to Joy), one of his 
most spirited and beautiful lyrical productions, was composed 
here: it bespeaks a mJnil impetuous even in its gladness, and 
overl^ owing with warm and earnest emotions. 

But the love of change is grounded on the difference between 
anticipation and reality, and dwells with man till the age when 
habit becomes stronger than desire, or anttcipati 
to he hope. Schiller did not find that his establishment at 
Leipzig, though pleasant while it lasted, would realise his ulte- 
rior views: he yielded to some of his 'alluring invitations,' and 
went to Dresden in the end of summer. Dresden contained 
jnany persons who admired him, more who admired his fame, 
and a few who loved himself. Among the latter, the Appella- 
" Wielnnd's rather liursli and not loo judicious mMeu™ on "* ■««^\« 
\ ligBaltorEeinGnibFr's Witland nfjrAiWert, ?i.^\. ^^ SJi- 
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tionsrath Korner deserves especial mention.* Schiller found a 
true friend in Korner, and made his house a home. He parted 
his time between Dresden and Loschwitz, near it, where that 
gentleman resided : it was here that Don Car/os, the printing 
of which was meanwhile proceeding at Leipzig, received its com- 
pletion 'and last corrections.^ It was published in 1786. 

The story of Don Carlos seems peculiarly adapted for drama- 
tists. The spectacle of a royal youth condemned to death by 
his father, of which happily our European annals furnish but an- 
other example, is among the most tragical that can be figured ; 
the character of that youth, the intermixture of bigotry and 
jealousy, and love, with the other strong passions, which brought 
on his fate, afford a combination of circumstances, affecting in 
themselves, and well calculated for the basis of deeply interesting 
fiction. Accordingly they have not been neglected : Carlos has 
often been the theme of poets ; particularly since the time when 
his history, recorded by the Abb^ St. Rdal, was exposed in more 
brilliant colours to the inspection of every writer, and almost 
of every reader. 

* The well-written life, prefixed to the Stuttgard and Tubingen edition 
of Schiller's works, is by this Korner. The Theodor Korner, whose Lyre 
and Sword became afterwards famous, was his son. 

• In vol X. of the Vienna edition of Schiller are some ludicrous verses, 
almost his sole attempt in the way of drollery, bearing a title equivalent to 
this : ' To the Right Honourable the Board of Washers, the most humble 
' Memori(^l of a downcast Tragic Poet, at Loschwitz ;' of which Doerin^ 
gives the following account ' The first part of Don Carlos being already 
' printed, by Goschen, in Leipzig, the poet, pressed for the remainder, felt 
' himself obliged to stay behind from an excursion which the Korner family 
• were making, in a fine autumn day. Unluckily, the lady of the house, 
' thinking Schiller was to go along with them, had locked all her cupboards 
' and the cellar. Schiller found himself without meat or drink, or even wood 
' for fuel; still farther exasperated by the dabbling of some washer-maids 
'beneath his window, he produced these Imes.* The poem is of the kind 
which cannot be translated ; the first three stanzas are as follows : 

*■• Die Wasche klatscht vor meiner Thiir, 
Es plarrt die Kiichenzofe, 
Und mich, mich flihrt das Fltigelthier 
Zu Konig Philips Hofe, 

Ich eile durch die Galleric 

Mit schnellem Schritt, belausche 
Dort die Prinzessin Eboli 

Im slissen Liebesrauschc. 

Schon ruft das schone Wcib : Triumph I 

Schon hor' ich— Tod und Holle! 
Was hor' ich — cinen nassen Strumpf 

Geworfen in die Wclic." 
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The Abb^ St. RiJal was a dexterous artist in that half-illicit 
species of composition, the historic novel : in the course of his 
operations, he lighted 011 these incidents; and, by filling-up 
according to his fancy, what historians had only sketched to 
him, by amplifying, beautifying, suppressing, and arranging, he 
worked the whole into a striking little narrative, distinguished 
by all the symmetry, the sparkling graces, the vigorous descrip- 
tion, and keen thought, which characterise his other writings. 
This French Sallust, as his countrymen have named him, has 
been of use to many dramatists. His Conjuraison coiilre Venise 
fiirnished Qcway with the outline of his best tragedy ; Epicaris 
has more than once appeared upon the stage; and Sow Carles 
has been dramatised in almost all the languages of Europe, 
fiesides Otway's Carlos, so famous at its first appearance, many 
tragedies on this subject have been written : most of them are 
gathered to their final rest; some are fast going thither; two 
bid fair to last for ages. Schiller and Alfieri have both drawn 
their plot from St. 'RiA; the former has expanded and added; 
the latter has compressed and abbreviated. 

Schiller's Carlos is the first of his plays that bears the 
stamp of anything like full maturity. The opportunities he 
had enjoyed lor extending his knowledge of men and things, 
the sedulous practice of the art of composition, the study of 
purer models, had not been without their full effect, dncrease 
of years had done something lor him; diligence had done much 
more. The ebullience of youth is now chastened into the stead- 
fast energy ot manhood ; the wild enthusiast, that spurned at 
the errors of the world, has now become the enlightened mor- 
alist, that laments their necessity, or endeavours to find out 
their remedy. A corresponding alteration is visible in the ex- 
ternal form of the work, in its plot and diction. The plot is 
contrived with great ingenuity, embodying the result of much 
study, both dramatic and historical. The language is blank 
verse, not prose, as in the former works ; it is more careful 
and regular, less ambitious in its object, but more certain of 
attaining it. Schiller's mind had now reached its lull stature : 
he felt and thought more justly ; he could better express what 
be felt and thought. 

The merit we noticed in Fiesco. the fidelity with which the 

scene of action is brought before us, \a o^i'secjiW^t xo 'a- '^'S?i 

^MUtr degree in Dm Carlos. The Spam^'a twitt \^ 'Oa.t «, 
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^^^■.«r the sixteenth century ; its rigid, cold formalities ; its cni«l, 
^^^^BifeiKOicd, but proud-spirited grandees; its inquisitors and priests; 
^^^B Mid Philip, its bead, the cpiiome at onrc of its good and its 
^^^Vbid (|iialitici, in all his coiiiptex interests, are exhibited with 
^^^Buondurlul distinctness and address. Nor is it at the surfoce 
^^^■«T the outward movements alone that we look ; we are taught 
^^^V ibc mechanism of their characters, as well as shown it in action. 
I The stony-hearted Despot himself must have been an object of 

peculiar study to the author. Norrow in his understandjaf, 
L dead in his affections, from his birtli the lord of Europe. Phil^ 

^^^ hu existed all his days above men. not among them. Locked 
^^^L up within himself, a stranger to every generous and kindly 
^^^HMiotion, his gloomy spirit has had no employment but to 
^^^^V Mrcn)(tlien or increase its own elevation, no pleasure but to 
^^^1 gntify Ms own self-will. Supcrstliion, harmonising with these 
^^^H active tendencies, has added to their force, but scarcely lo their 
^^^B fcaiefulncss : it lends them a sort of sacrcdness inhis own eyes, 
^^^F ud even a sort of horrid dignity in ours. Philip is not with- 
^^^^ out n certain greatness, the greatness of unlimited external 
power, and of a will relentless in its dictates, guided by prin- 
I ciptes, false, but consistent and unalterable. The scene of his 

j existence is haggard, stern and desolate : but it is all his own, 

r and he seems fitted for it. We hale him and fear him ; but 

the poet J«S taken care to secure him from contempt. 
\ The contnial both of his father's fortune and character are 

those of Carlos. Few situations of a more alTecting kind can 
be imagined, than the situation of this young, generous and 
ill-fated prince. From boyhood his heart had been bent on 
mighty things ; he had looked upon the royal grandeur that 
awaited his maturer years, only as the means of realising those 
projects for lliegood of men, which his beneficent soul was ever 
busied nilh. Hie father's dispositions, and the temper of the 
court, which admitted no development of such ideas, had given 
Ibe charm of concealment to his feelings ; his life had been in 
prospect ; and we are the more attached to him. that deserv- 
Ing 10 be glorious and happy, he had but expected to be either. 
Itii^hl days, however, seemed approaching ; shut out from the 
i.uiiimiiiiioii of the Albas and Domingos, amongwhom he lived 
igcr, the communion of another and far dearer object 
be granted him ; Elizabeth's love seemed to make him 

if the future, which it painted >K\tlv«i\lricter^ 
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: is taken from him by the moEC 
terrible of all visiutions ; his bride becomes his mother ; and 
the stroke that deprives him of her, while it ruins him forever, 
is more deadly, because it cannot be complained of without 
sacrilege, and cannot be altered by the power of Fate itself. 
Cnrlos, as the poet represents him, calls forth our tendereat 
sympathies. His soul seems once to have been rich and glori- 
ous, like the garden of Eden ; but the desert-wind has passed 
over it, and smitten it with perpetual blight. Despair has over- 
shadowed all the fair visions of his youth ; or if he hopes, it is 
but the gleam of delirium, which something sterner than even 
duty extinguishes in the cold darkness of deatli. His energy 
survives but to vent itself in wild gusts of reckless passion, or 
aimless indignation. Tiiere is a touching poignancy in his-ex- 
pression of the bitter melancholy that oppresses him, in the 
fixedness of misery with which he looks upon the faded dreams 
of former years, or the fierce ebullitions and dreary pauses o£ 
resolution, which now prompts him to retrieve what he has lost, 
now withers into powcrlcssness, as nature and reason tell him 
that it cannot, must not be retrieved. 

Elizabeth, no less moving and attractive, is also depicted 
with masterly skill, if she returns the passion of her amiable 
and once betrothed lover, we but guess at the fact ; for so hor- 
rible a thought has never once been whispered to her own gen- 
tle and spotless mind. Yet her heart bleeds for Carlos ; and 
we see that did not the most sacred feelings of humanity forbid 
her, there is no sacriiice she would not make to restore his 
peace of mind. By her soothing influence she strives to calm 
the agony of his spirit ; by her mild winning eloquence she 
would persuade him that for Don Carlos other objects must 
remain, when his hopes of personal felicity have been cut oiT; 
she would change his love for her into love for the millions of 
human beings whose destiny depends on his. A meek vestal, 
yet with the prudence of a queen, and the courage of a matron, 
with every graceful and generous quality of womanhood har- 
moniously blended in her nature, she lives in a scene that is 
foreign to her ; the happiness she should have had is beside 
her, the misery she must endure is around, her ; yet she utters 
no regret, gives way to no complaint, but seeks to draw from 
duty itself a compensation for the cureless ev'vV -s'cC'.cIrv &iV^ Vis. 
[ed. M-iny tragic tiueens nrf more ivi\^os.vft^ iv"^ '" 
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than this Elizabeth of Schiller ; but there is none who rules 
over us with a sway so soft and feminine, none whom we feel 
so much disposed to love as well as reverence. 

The virtues of Elizabeth are heightened by comparison 
with the principles and actions of her attendant, the Princess 
Eboli. The character of Eboli is full of pomp and profession ; 
magnanimity and devotedness are on her tongue, some shadow 
of them even floats in her imagination ; but they are not rooted 
in her heart ; pride, selfishness, unlawful passion are the only 
inmates there. Her lofty boastings of generosity are soon for- 
gotten when the success of her attachment to Carlos becomes 
hopeless ; the fervour of a selfish love once extinguished in her 
bosom, she regards the object of it with none but vulgar feel- 
ings. Virtue no longer according with interest, she ceases to 
be virtuous ; from a rejected mistress the transition to a jeal- 
ous spy is with her natural and easy. Yet we do not hate the 
Princess : there is a seductive warmth and grace about her 
character, which makes us lament her vices rather than con- 
demn them. The poet has drawn her at once false and fair. 

In deUneating Eboli and Philip, Schiller seems as if strug- 
gling against the current of his nature ; our feelings towards 
them are hardly so severe as he intended ; their words and 
deeds, at least those of the latter, are wicked and repulsive 
enough ; but we still have a kind of latent persuasion that they 
meant better than they spoke or acted. With the Marquis of 
Posa, he had a more genial task. This Posa, we can easily 
perceive, is the representative of Schiller himself. The ardent 
love of men, which forms his ruling passion, was likewise the 
constant feeling of his author ; the glowing eloquence with 
which he advocates the cause of truth, and justice, and hu- 
manity, was such as Schiller too would have employed in simi- 
lar circumstances. In some respects, Posa is the chief cha- 
racter of the piece ; there is a preeminent magnificence in his 
object, and in the faculties and feelings with which he follows 
it. Of a splendid intellect, and a daring devoted heart, his 
powers are all combined upon a single purpose. Even his 
friendship for Carlos, grounded on the likeness of their minds, 
and faithful as it is, yet seems to merge in this paramount emo- 
tion, zeal for the universal interests of man. Aiming, with all 
his force of thought and action, to advance the happiness and 
best rights of his fellow-creatures ; pursuing this tvoble aL\ra. with 
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the skill and dignity which it deserves, his mind is at once un- 
wearied, earnest and serene. He is another Carlos, but some- 
what older, more experienced, and never crossed in hopeless 
love. There is a calm strength in Posa, which no accident of 
fortune can shake. Whether cheering the forlorn Carlos into 
new activity ; whether lifting up his voice in the ear of tyrants 
and inquisitors, or taking leave of life amid his vast unexecuted 
schemes, there is the same sedate magnanimity, the same fear- 
less composure: when the fatal bullet strikes him, he dies with 
the concerns of others, not his own, upon his lips. He is a 
reformer, the perfection of reformers ; not a revolutionist, but 
a prudent though determined improver. His enthusiasm does 
not burst forth in violence, but in manly and enlightened energy ; 
his eloquence is not more moving to the heart than his lofty 
philosophy is convincing to the head. There is a majestic vast- 
ness of thought in his precepts, which recommends them to the 
mind independently of the beauty of their dress. Few pass- 
ages of poetry are more spirit-stirring than his last message to 
Carlos, through the Queen. The certainty of death seems to 
surround his spirit with a kind of martyr glory ; he is kindled 
into transport, and speaks with a commanding power. The 
pathetic wisdom of the line, 'Tell him, that when he is a man, 
he must reverence the dreams of his youth,' has often been 
admired ; that scene has many »uch. 

The interview with Phihp is not less excellent. There is 
something so striking in the idea of confronting the cold soli- 
tary tyrant with ' the only man in all his states that does not 
need him ;' of raising the voice of true manhood for once within 
the gloomy chambers of thraldom and priestcraft, that we can 
forgive the stretch of poetic license by which it is effected. 
Philip and Posa are antipodes in all respects. Philip thinks 
his new Instructor is a 'Protestant ;' a charge which Posa rebuts 
with calm dignity, his object not being separation and conten- 
tion, but union ahd peaceful gradual improvement. Posa seems 
to understand the character of Philip better ; not attempting 
to awaken in his sterile heart any feeling for real glory, or the 
interests of his fellow-men, he attacks his selfishness and pride, 
represents to him the intrinsic meanness and misery of a throne, 
however deeked'with adventitious "pomp, if built on servitude, 
and isolated from the sympathies and intercaW *i^ ciOat^^. 
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the best, it is among the fittest for extraction of any in the 
piece. Posa has been sent for by the King, and is waiting in 
a chamber of the palace to know what is required of him ; the 
King enters, unperceived by Posa, whose attention is directed 
to a picture on the wall : 

Act II L Scene X. 
The King and Marquis de Posa. 

[Th^ latter t on noticing the King, advances tmvards him^ and kneels, 
then rises, and waits without any symptom of embarrassment.^ 

King \looks at him imth surprise]. 
We have met before, then ? 

Mar. No. 

King. You did my crown 

Some service: wherefore have you shunn'd my thanks? 
Our memory is besieged by crowds of suitors ; 
Omniscient is none but He in Heaven. 
You should have sought my looks : why did you not? 

Mar. 'Tis scarcely yet two days, your Majesty, 
Since I returned to Spain. 

King. I am not used 

To be my servants* debtor ; ask of me 
Some favour. 

Mar. I enjoy the laws. 

King. That right 

The very murd*rer has. 

Mar. And how much more 

The honest citizen ! — Sire, I*m content. 

King [asidel. Much self-respect indeed, and lofty daring 1 
But this was to be looked for : I would have 
My Spaniards haughty ; better that the cup 
Should overflow than not be full. — I hear 
You left my service, Marquis. 

Mar. Making way 

For men more worthy, I withdrew. 

King. 'Tis wrong : 

When spirits such as yours play truant. 
My state must suffer. You conceive, perhaps. 
Some post unworthy of your merits 
Might be offer'd you? 

Mar. No, Sire, I cannot doubt 

But that a judge so skilful, and experienced 
In the gifts of men, has at a glance discover'd 
Wherein I might do him service, wherein not. 
I feel with humble gratitude the favour, 
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With which jour Majesty is loading me 
By ihoughls so lofly: jet I con — 

King. You pause? 

Mae. Sire, at the moment I am scorte ptepir'd 
To speak, in phrases ofa Spanish subject. 
What OS a citiien a' ih' world I've thought. 
Troth is, in parting from the Court forever, 
I held myself dischat^ied liDm all necessity 
Of troubling it with reasons for my absence. 

King. Are your reasons bad, tben? Dare you n 
Disclosing them? 

Mab. My life, and joyfully, 

Were scope allow'd me to disclose them all. 
'Tis not myself but Truth that I endanger. 
Should the King refiise nic a full hearing. 
Vour snger or contempt I fain would shun; 
But forced to choose between them, I had rather 
Seem (o you a man deserving puntshmi 
Than pi^. 

King [-mlA a loai: of ex/^doHeHl. Well? 

Majl 'nie servant of a princ 

Icannotbe. [The Xing loaki at i ' 

I will not cheat my merchant: 
If you deign to take me as your servant. 
You expect, you wish, my actions only; 
You wish my arm in fight, my thought ir 
Nothing more you will accept of: not my actions, 
Tb' approval ihey might Bad at Ctourt becomes 
The object of my acting. Now for me 
Right conduct has a value of its own ; 
The happiness my king might cause me plant 
I would myself produce ( and conscious joy. 
And free selection, not the force of duly, 
Should impel me. Is it thus your Majesty 
Requires it? Could you suffer new creators 
In your own creation? Or could I 
Consent with patience to become the chisel. 
When I hoped to be the statuary? 
I love mankind ; and in a monarchy, 
Myself is all that I can tove. 

King. This fii-e 
Is laudable. You would do good to oLliefs; 
How you do it, patriots, wise men think 
Of little moment, so it be hut done. 
Seek for yourself the office in my kingdoms 
That will give you scope lo gratify 
Thit noble wa!. 
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Mar. There is not such an office. 

King. How? 

Mar. What the king desires to spread abroad 

Through these weak hands, is it the good of men? 
That good which my unfetter'd love would wish them? 
Pale majesty would tremble to behold it I 
No ! Policy has fashioned in her courts 
Another sort of human good ; a sort 
"Which she is rich enough to give away, 
Awakening with it in the hearts of men 
New cravings, such as it can satisfy. 
Truth she keeps coining in her mints, such truth 
As she can tolerate ; and every die 
Except her own she breaks and casts away. 
But is the royal bounty wide enough 
For me to wish and work in? Must the love 
I bear my brother pledge itself to be 
My brother's jailor? Can I call him happy 
When he dare not think? Sire, choose some other 
To dispense the good which you have stamped for us. 
With me it tallies not ; a prince's servant 
I cannot be. 
. King [rather quickly]. 

You are a Protestant. 

Mar. [after some reflection] 
Sire, your creed is also mine. {.^/^ a pause. 

I find 
I am misunderstood : 'tis as I feared. 
You see me draw the veil from majesty. 
And view its mysteries with steadfast eye : 
How should you know if I regard as holy 
What I no more regard as terrible? 
Dangerous I seem, for bearing thoughts too high : 
My King, I am not dangerous : my wishes 
Lie buried here. [Laying his hand on his breast. 

The poor and purblind rage 
Of innovation, that but aggravates 
The weight o' th* fetters which it cannot break, 
Will never heat my blood. The century 
Admits not my ideas : I live a citizen 
Of those that are to come. Sire, can a picture 
Break your rest? Your breath obliterates it. 

King. No other knows you harbour such ideas? • 

Mar. Such, no one. 

King [rtses^ walks a few steps, then stops opposite the Marquis, — . 
Aside], New at least, this dialect ! 
Flattery exhausts itself: a man of parts 
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Disdains to imitate. For once let's have 

A trial of the opposite ! Why not? 

The strange is oft the lucky. — If so be 

This is your principle, -why let it pass ! 

I will conform ; the crown shall have a servant 

New in Spain, — a liberal ! 

Mar. Sire, I see 

How very meanly you conceive of men ; 
How, in the language of the frank true spirit 
You find but another deeper artifice 
Of a more practis'd coz'ner : I can also 
Partly see what causes this. 'Tis men ; 
'Tis men that force you to it : they themselves 
Have cast away their own nobility. 
Themselves have crouch'd to this degraded posture. 
Man's innate greatness, like a spectre, frights them ; 
Their poverty seems safety ; with base skill . 
They ornament their chains, and call it virtue 
To wear them with an air of grace. 'Twas thus 
You found the world ; thus from your royal father 
Came it to you : how in this distorted, 
Mutilated image could you honour man? 

King. Some truth there is in this. 

Mar. Pity, however, 

That in taking man from the Creator, 
And changing him into your handiwork. 
And setting up yourself to be the god 
Of this new-moulded creature, you should have 
Forgotten one essential ; you yourself 
Remained a man, a very child of Adam I 
You are still a suffering, longing mortal, 
You call for S3anpathy, and to a god 
We can but sacrifice, and pray, and tremble ! 
O unwise exchange ! unbless'd perversion ! 
When you have sunk your brothers to be play'd 
As harp-strings, who will join in harmony 
With you the player? 

King \aside\. By Heaven, he touches me ! 

Mar. For you, however, this is unimportant ; 
It but makes you separate, peculiar ; 
'Tis the price you pay for being a god. 
And frightful were it if you failed in this ! 
If for the desolated good of millions, 
You the Desolator should gain — nothing ! 
If the very freedom you have blighted 
And kill'd were that alone which could exalt 
Yourself! — Sire, pardon me, I must not stay; 
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The matter makes me rash : my heart is full, 
Too strong the charm of looking on the one 
Of living men to whom I might unfold it. 

[The Count de Lerma enters ^ and whispers a fezu word 
the King, The latter beckons to him to witJidraw, 
continues sitting in his former posture. 

King \to the Marquis^ after Lerma is gone]. 
Speak on ! 

Mar. [after a pause] I feel, Sire, all the worth— 

King. Speak on ! 

Y* had something more to say. 

Mar. Not long since, Sire, 

I chanced to pass through Flanders and Brabant. 
So many rich and flourishing provinces ; 
A great, a mighty people, and still more, 
An honest people ! — And this people's Father ! 
That, thought I, must be divine : so thinking, 
I stumbled on a heap of human bones. 

[J/e pauses; his eyes rest on the Kingy who endeavour 
return his glance^ but with an air of enibarrassmeh 
forced to look upon the ground. 
You are in the right, you must proceed so. 
That you could do, what you saw you must do, 
Fills me with a shuddering admiration. 
Pity that the victim welt'ring in its blood 
Should speak so feeble an eulogium 
On the spirit of the priest ! That mere men, 
Not beings of a calmer essence, write 
The annals of the world ! Serener ages 
Will displace the age of Philip ; these will bring 
A milder wisdom ; the subject's good will then 
Be reconcil'd to th' prince's greatness ; 
The thrifty State will learn to prize its children, 
And necessity no more will be inhuman. 

King. And when, think you, would those blessed ages 
Have come round, had I recoil'd before 
The curse of this ? Behold my Spain ! Here blooms 
The subject's good, in never-clouded peace : 
Such peace will I bestow on Flanders. 

Mar. Peace of a churchyard ! And you hope to end 
"What you have entered on? Hope to withstand 
The timeful change of Christendom ; to stop 
The universal Spring that shall make young 
The countenance o' th' Earth? You purpose, single 
In all Europe, alone, to fling yourself 
Against the wheel of Destiny that rolls , 
For ever its appointed course ; to clutch 
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lU spokes willi morlal aim? Voa may nol, Sirel 

Atrrady lliousands have forsook your kingdoms, 

Escaping glad thoDgh poor: The ciLizcn 

Yon lost for conscience' sake, he was jour noblest. 

Wilh mother's amis Elizabeth receives 

TTie fugitives, and rich by foreign skill, 

In fertile strength her England blooms. I'orsal^en 

Of its toilsome people, lies Grenada 

Desolate ; and Europe sees irith glad surprise 

Its enemy faint with sclf-infllcled wounds. 

[ Tie King tami uiovai: ike MarquU ohn 

Plant for Elemity and death the seed? 

Your harvest will be nothingness. The work 

Will not survive the spirit of its former; 

It will be in vain that you have labour'd; 

That you have foiight the fight with Nature; 

And to plans of Ruin consecrated 

A high and royal lifetime. Men is greater 

Than you Ihouglil. The bondage of long slumber 

He will break ; his sacred rights he will reclaim. 

'Wilh Nero and Busiris will lie rank 

The name of Philip, and — that grieves me, for 

You once were good. 

King. How know you that? 

Mae. [imV:4 loarni enm^'\ Yoii v 

Yes, by th' All-Merciful ! " Yes, I repeal it. 
Restore to as what you have taken from us. 
Generous as strong, let hnman happiness 
Stream from your horn of plenty, let souls ripen 
Koand you. Restore us what you look from ns. 
Amid a thousand kings become a king. 

\Hi appreacha Aim IvMly, filling en Mnt firti 
glauing loaki. 
Oh, could the eloquence of «U the millions, 
Who participate in this great moment, 
Hover on my tips, and raise into a flame 
Tliat gleam that kindles in your eyes ! 
Give up this fake idolatry of self, 
Which makes your brothers nothing! Be to ui 
A pattern of the Everlasting and the Tmel 
Never, never, did a mortal hold so much. 
To use it so divinely. All the kings 
Of Europe reverence the name of Spain : 
of all the kings of Europe! 
jf your pen, and new-created 
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Is the Larlli, Say but, Let there be freedom ! 

[ TTirowing himself at his feet. 

King [surpHsedy turning his face away^ then again towards Posa]. 
Singular enthusiast ! Yet — rise — I — 

Mar. Look round and view God's lordly universe : 
On Freedom it is founded, and how rich 
Is it with Freedom I He, the great Creator, 
Has giv'n the very worm its sev'ral dewdrop ; 
Ev'n in the mouldering spaces of Decay, 
He leaves Free-will the pleasures of a choice. 
This world of yours/ how narrow and how poor 
The rustling of a leaf alarms the lord 
Of Christendom. You quake at every virtue ; 
He, not to mar the glorious form of Freedom, 
Suffers that the hideous hosts of Evil 
Should run riot in his fair Creation. 
Him the maker we behold not ; calm 
He veils himself in everlasting laws, 
Which and not him the sceptic seeing exclaims, 
' Wherefore a God ? The World itself is God. * 
And never did a Christian's adoration 
So praise him as this sceptic's blasphemy. 

King. And such a model you would undertake. 
On Earth, in my domains to imitate? 

Mar. You, you can : who else? To th' people's good 
Devote the kingly power, which far too long 
Has struggled for the greatness of the throne. 
Restore the lost nobility of man. 
Once more make of the subject what he was. 
The purpose of the Crown; let no tie bind him. 
Except his brethren's right, as sacred as 
His own. And when, giveii back to self-dependence, 
Man awakens to the f&eling of his worth, 
And freedom's proud and lofty virtues blossom, 
Then, Sire, having made_>'^w realms the happiest 
In the Earth, it may become your duty 
To subdue the realms of others. 

King [after a long pause]. 
I have heard you to an end. 
Not as in common heads, the world is painted 
In that head of yours : nor will I mete you 
By the common standard. I am the first 
To whom your heart has been disclosed : 
I know this, so believe it. For the sake 
Of such forbearance ; for your having kept 
Ideas, embraced with such devotion, secret 
Up to this present moment, for the sake 
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Of that reserve, young man, I will forget 

That I have learned them, and how I learned them. 

Arise. The headlong youth I will set right. 

Not as his sovereign, but as his senior. 

I will, because I will. So ! bane itself, 

I find, in generous natures may become 

Ennobled into something better. But 

Beware my Inquisition ! It would grieve me 

If you — 

Mar. Would it? would it? 

King [gazing at hirrty and lost in surprise]. 

Such a mortal 
Till this hour I never saw. No, Marquis ! 
No ! You do me wrong. To you I will not 
Be a Nero, not to you. Ali happiness 
Shall not be blighted by me : you yourself 
Shall be permitted to remain a man 
Beside me. 

Mar. [quickly] And my fellow-subjects. Sire? 
Oh, not for me^ not my cause was I pleading. 
And your subjects, Sire? 

King. You see so clearly 

How posterity will judge of me ; yourself 
Shall teach it how I treated men so soon 
As I had found one. 

Mar. O Sire! in "being 

The most just of kings, at the same instant 
Be not the most unjust ! In your Flanders 
Are many thousands worthier than I. 
*Tis but yourself, — shall I confess it. Sire? — ■ 
That under this mild form first truly see 
What freedom is. 

King [with softened earnestness]. 

Young man, no more of this. 
Far differently will you think of men, 
When you have seen and studied them as I have. 
Yet our first meeting must not be our last ; 
How shall I try to make you mine? 

Mar. Sire, let me 

Continue as I am. What good were it 
To you, if I like others were corrupted ? 

King. This pride I will not suffer. From this moment 
You are in my service. No remonstrance ! 
I will have it so. o o o o o 

Had the character of Posa been drawn ten years \a.\sx,S^ 
would have been imputed, as a\\ tVvm^s axe, \.o x^cve. *^x«:^0«^ 
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Revolution ;* and Schiller himself perhaps might have been 
called a Jacobin. Happily, as matters stand, there is room for 
no such imputation. It is pleasing to behold in Posa the de- 
liberate expression of a great and good man's sentiments on 
these ever-agitated subjects : a noble monument, embodying 
the liberal ideas of his age, in a form beautified by his own 
genius, and lasting as its other products.^ 

Connected with the superior excellence of Posa, critics have 
remarked a dramatic error, which the author himself was the 
first to acknowledge and account for. The magnitude of Posa 
throws Carlos into the shade ; the hero of the first three acts 
is no longer the hero of the other two. The cause of this, we 
are informed, was that Schiller kept the work too long upon 
his own hands : 

* In composing the piece,* he observes, ' many interruptions 
' occurred ; so that a considerable time elapsed between begin- 

* ning and concluding it ; and, in the mean while, much within 

* myself had changed. The various alterations which, during 

* this period, my way of thinking and feeling underwent, natur- 

* ally told upon the work I was engaged with. What parts of 

* it had at first attracted me, began to produce this effect in 

* a weaker degree, and, in the end, scarcely at all. New ideas, 
' springing up in the interim, displaced the former ones ; Car- 

* los himself had lost my favour, perhaps for no other reason 

* than because I had become his senior; and, from the oppo- 
' site cause, Posa had occupied his place. Thus I commenced 

* the fourth and fifth acts with quite an altered heart. But the 

* first three were already in the hands of the public ; the plan 

* of the whole could not now be re-formed ; nothing therefore 

* remained but to suppress the piece entirely, or to fit the second 

* half to the first the best way I could.* 

The imperfection alluded to is one of which the general 
reader will make no great account ; the second half is fitted to 
the first with address enough for his purposes. Intent not 
upon applying the dramatic gauge, but on being moved and 
exalted, we may peruse the tragedy without noticing that any 
such defect exists in it. The pity and love we are first taught 
to feel for Carlos abide with us to the last ; and though Posa ^ 

* Jean Paul nevertheless, not without some show of reason, has compared 
this Posa to the tower ol a lighthouse : ' high, lar-shining,— empty !' {Note 
«?/i845.) 
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rises in imporlance as ihe piece proci,'eds, our admiralion of his 
transcendent virtues does not obstruct the gentler Iccliiiijs wiih 
which we iQok upon the fate of his friend. A certain conhision 
and crowding together of events, about the end of the play, is 
the only fault in its plan that strikes us with any force. Even 
thisjs scarcely prominent enough to be offensive. 

^n intrinsic and weightier defect is the want of ease and 
lightness in the general composition of the piece ; a defect 
which all its other excellencies will not prevent us from observ- 
ing. There is action enough in the plot, energy enough in the 
dialogue, and abundance of individual beauties in both ; but 
there is throughout a certain air ol stiffness and effort, which 
abstracts from the theatrical illusion. The language, in general 
impressive and magnificent, is now and then inflated into bom- 
bast. The characters do not, as it were, verify their human 
nature, by thgggjhouMn^littleJousiies and oaaieless tujins, 
which disJiiigyi<[h__the g eoiua . essentially dua giat ic from the 
genius merely p oejical ; the Proteus of the 3tage"Yrom the phi- 
iosophic observer and trained imitator of life. We have not 
those careless felicities, those varyings from high to low, that 
air of living freedom which Shakspeare has accustomed us, 
like spoiled children, to look for in every perfect work of this 
species. Schiller is too elevated, too regular and sustained in 
his elevation, to be altogether natural^ 

Vet with all this, Cai-los is a noWe tragedy. There is a 
stately massiveocss about the structure of it; the incidents are 
grand and affecting ; the characters powerful, vividly conceived, 
and impressively if not completely delineated. (Qf wit and its 
kindred graces Schiller has but a slender share; nor among 
great poets is he much distinguished for depth or fineness of 
pathos. Bui what gives him a place of his own, and the lofti- 
est of its kind, is the vastness and intense vigour of his mind; 
the splendour of his thoughts and imagery, and the bold vehe- 
mence of his passion for the true and the sublime, under all 
their various forms. He does not thrill, but he exalts us, His 
genius is impetuous, exuberant, majestic; and a heavenly lire 
gleams through all his creations. He transports us into a 
holier and higher world than our own ; everything around 
breathes of force and solemn beaiJl^ The looks of his heroes 
may be more staid than those of men, the movements of theu: 

"a Utty be slower and more caVcuVilei-. ^w.'t.-^t^vti^^ 
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potency of their endowments, and the loveliness of the scene 
which they animate. The enchantments of the poet are strong 
enough to silence our scepticisn^ ; we forbear to inquire whe- 
ther it is true or false. 

The celebrity of Alfieri generally invites the reader ot Don 
Carlos to compare it with Filippo. Both writers treat the same 
subject ; both borrow their materials from the same source, the 
nouvelle historique of St. R^l : but it is impossible that two 
powerful minds could have handled one given idea in more 
diverse manners. Their excellencies are, in fact, so opposite, 
that they scarcely come in competition. Alfieri's play is short, 
and the characters are few. He describes no scene: his per- 
sonages are not the King of Spain and his courtiers, but merely 
men ; their place of action is not the Escurial or Madrid, but 
a vacant, objectless platform anywhere in space. In all this, 
Schiller has a manifest advantage. He paints manners and 
opinions, he sets before us a striking pageant, which interests 
us of itself, and gives a new interest to whatever is combined 
with it. The principles of the antique, or perhaps rather of the 
French drama, upon which Alfieri worked, permitted no such 
delineation. In the style there is the same diversity. A severe 
simplicity uniformly marks Alfieri's style ; in his whole tragedy 
there is not a single figure. A hard emphatic brevity is all that 
distinguishes his language from that of prose. Schiller, we have 
seen, abounds with noble metaphors, and all the warm exciting 
eloquence of poetry. It is only in expressing the character of 
Philip that Alfieri has a clear superiority. Without the aid of 
superstition, which his rival, especially in the catastrophe, em- 
ploys to such advantage, Alfieri has exhibited in his Fihppo a 
picture of unequalled power. Obscurity is justly said to be 
essential to terror and sublimity; and Schiller has enfeebled 
the effect of his Tyrant, by letting us behold the most secret 
recesses of his spirit : we understand him better, but we fe^r 
him less. Alfieri does not show us the internal combination of 
Filippo: it is from its workings alone that we judge of Jiis 
nature. Mystery, and the shadow of horrid cruelty, brood over 
his Filippo : it is only a transient word or act that gives us 
here and there a glimpse of his fierce, implacable, tremendous 
soul ; a short and dubious glimmer that reveals to us the 
abysses of his being, dark, lurid, and terrific, ' as the throat pf 
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the infernal Pool.' Alfieri's rilippo is perhaps the mosl wicked 
man that human imagination has conceived. 

Alfieri and Schiller were again unconscious competitora in 
the history of Mai7 Stuart. But the works before us give a 
truer specimen of their comparitlve merits. Schiller seems to 
have the greater genius; Aliieri the more commanding cha- 
racter. Alfieri's greatness rests on the stern concentration of 
6ery passion, under the dominion of an adamantine will: this 
was his own make of mind; and he represents it, with strokes 
in themselves devoid of charm, but in their union terrible as « 
prophetic scroll. Schiller's moral force is commensurate with 
his intellectual gifts, and nothing more. The mind of the one 
is tike the oceaii, beautiful in its strength, smiling in the radi- 
ance of summer, and washing luxuriant and romantic shores; 
that of the other is like some black unfathomable lake placed 
far aii)id the melancbol}' mountains; bleak, solitary, desolate; 
but girdled with grim sky'piercing cliffs, overshadowed with 
storms, and illuminated only by the red glare of the lightning. 
Schiller is magnilicent in his expansion, Alfieri is overpowering 
in bis condensed energy; the first inspires us with greater ad- 
miration, the last with greater awe. 

This tragedy of Carlos was received with immediate and 
universal approbation. In the closet and on the stage, it ex- 
cited the warmest applauses equally among the learned and 
unlearned. Schiller's expectations had not been so high : he 
knew both the excellencies and the faults of his work; but he 
had not anticipated that the former would be recognised so 
instantaneously, The pleasure of this new celebrity came upon 
him, therefore, heightened by surprise. Had dramatic emin- 
ence been his sole object, lie might now have slackened his 
exertions ; the public had already ranked him as the first of 
their writers In that favourite department. But this hmited 
ambition was not his moving principle; nor was bis mind of 
that sort for which rest is provided in this world. The primary 
disposition of his nature urged hint to perpetual toil : the great 
his life, the unfolding of his mental powers, was one of 
those which admit but a relative not an absolute progress. 
New ideas of perieclion arise as the former have been reached; 
the student is always attaining, never has attained. 

Schiller's worldly circumstances, loo, iNW« ^al -iYTOSL-**^ 
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calculated to prevent excess of quiettsm. He was still driftii^ 
at large on the tide of life ; he was crowned with laurels, but 
without a home. His heart, warm and affectionate, litted to 
enjoy the domestic blessings which it longed for, was allowed 
to form no permanent attachment : he felt that he was uncon- 
nected, solitary in the world ; cut off from the exercise of his 
kindlier sympathies ; or if tasting such pleasures, it was ' snatch- 
ing them rather than partaking of them calmly,' The vul| 
desire of wealth and station never entered his mind for 
stant : but as years were added to his age, the delighli 
peace and continuous comfort were fast becoming 
able than any other; and he looked with anxiety to have 
resting-place amid his wanderings, to be a man among hi 

For all these wishes, Schiller saw that the only chance of 
fulfilment depended on unwearied perseverance in his literary 
occupations. Yet though his activity was unabated, and the 
calls on it were increasing ratiter than diminished. Its direction 
was gradually changing. The Drama had long been stationary, 
and of late been falling in his estimation: the difliculties of 
the art, as he viewed it at present, had been overcome, and 
new conquests invited him in other quarters. The latter part 
of Carlos he had written as a task ratlicr than a pleasure ; 
he contemplated no farther undertaking connected with the 
Stage. For a time, indeed, he seems to have wavered among 
a multiplicity of enterprises ; now solicited to this, and now to 
that, without being able to llx decidedly on any. The restless 
ardour of his mind is evinced by the number and variety of 
his attempts; its fiiictualion by the circumstance that all of 
them are either short in extent, or left in the state of fragments. 
Of the former kind are his lyrical productions, many of whh 
were composed about this period, during intervals from i; 
serious labours. The character of these performances is i 
as his former writings gave us reason to expect. With a ( 
insight into life, and a keen and comprehensive sympathy 
its sorrows and enjoyments, there is combined that impt 
osity of feeling, that pomp of thought and imagery which 
long peculiarly to Schiller. If he had now left the Drama, 
was clear that his mind was still overflowing with the elemei 
of poetrj' \ dwelling among the grandest concept! 
boldest or finest emotions; thinking intensely and proloundl] 
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but decorating its thoughts with those graces, which oilier facul- 
ties than the imdetstanding are required to afford them. With 
these smaller pieces, Schiller occupied himself at intervals of 
leisure throughoutthe remainder of his life. Some of them a: 
to be classed among the most finished efforts of his genius. 
The jy/i/i, the Se)ii>- of the Bell, contain exquisite delincalioi 
of the fortunes and history of man ; his Rilter Toggenburg, h 
Cranes of Ibycus, bis Hero and Leander, are among the most 
poetical and moving ballads to be found in any language. 

Of these poems, the most noted written about this lime, 
the FreethinkiHg of Passion {Freigeistcrei tier Leidenschafc), is 
said to have originated in a real attachment. The lady, whom 
some biographers of Schiller introduce to us by the mysterious 
designation of the ' Fraulein A " ?* ", one of the first beauties, 
in Dresden,' seems to have made a deep impression on the 
heart of the poet. They tell us that she sat for the picture of 
the princess Eboli, in his Don Carlos^ that he paid his court 
to her with the most impassioned fervour, and the extreme of 
generosity. They add one or two anecdotes of dubious authen- 
ticity; which, as they illustrate nothing, but show its only that 
love could make Schiller crazy, as it is said to make all gods 
and men, we shall use the freedom to omit. 

This enchanting and not inexorable spinster perhaps dis- 
placed the Mannheim Laura from her throne ; but the gallant 
assiduities, which she required or allowed, seetri not to have 
abated the zeal of her admirer in his more profitable under- 
takings. Her reign, we suppose, was brief, and without abid- 
ing influence. Schiller never wrote or thought with greater 
dihgence than while at Dresden. Partially occupied with con- 
ducting his Thalia, or with those more slight poetical perform- 
ances, his mind was hovering among a muJtitude of weightier 
plans, ajid seizing with avidity any hint that might assist in 
directing its attempts. To this state of feeUngwe are probably 
indebted for the Gcisterseher, a novel, naturalised in our cir- 
culating libraries by the title of the Chostscer, two volumes of 
which were published about this time. The king of quacks, 
the renowned Cagliostro, was now playing his dextrous game 
at Paris : harrowing-up the souls of the curious and gullible of 
all ranks in that capital, by various thaumaturgic feats ; r 
ing the dead from their graves ; and, what ivas mote to ^"cvi 
ttgsej|aising himself from the aUt.Votv o\ -k -^wit ^^ 
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lacquey to that of a sumptuous and extravagant count. The 
noise of his exploits appears to have given rise to this work of 
Schiller's. It is an attempt to exemplify the process of hood- 
winking an acute but too sensitive man ; of working on the latent 
germ of superstition, which exists beneath his outward scepti- 
cism ; harassing his mind by the terrors of magic, — the magic 
of chemistry and natural philosophy and natural cunning ; till, 
racked by doubts and agonising fears, and plunging from one 
depth of dark uncertainty into another, he is driven at length to 
still his scruples in the bosom of the Infallible Church. The in- 
cidents are contrived with considerable address, displaying a 
familiar acquaintance, not only with several branches of science, 
but also with some curious forms of life and human nature. One 
or two characters are forcibly drawn ; particularly that of the ami- 
able but feeble Count, the victim of the operation. The strange 
Foreigner, with the visage of stone, who conducts the business 
of mystification, strikes us also, though we see but little of him. 
The work contains some vivid description, some passages of 
deep tragical effect : it has a vein of keen observation ; in ge- 
neral, a certain rugged power, which might excite regret that it 
was never finished. But Schiller found that his views had been 
mistaken : it was thought that he meant only to electrify his 
readers, by an accumulation of surprising horrors, in a novel 
of the Mrs. Radcliffe fashion. He felt, in consequence, dis- 
couraged to proceed ;. and finally abandoned it. 

Schiller was, in fact, growing tired of fictitious writing. 
Invagination was with him a strong, not an exclusive, perhaps 
not even a predominating faculty : in the sublimest flights of 
his genius, intellect is a quality as conspicuous as any other ; 
we are frequently not more delighted with the grandeur of the 
drapery in which he clothes his thoughts, than with the gran- 
deur of the tl^pughts themselves. To a mind so restless, the 
cultivation of all its powers was a peremptory want ; in one so 
earnest, the love of truth was sure to be among its strongest 
passions. Even while revelling, with unworn ardour, in the 
dreamy scenes of the Imagination, he had often cast a longing 
look, and sometimes made a hurried inroad, into the calmer 
provinces of reason : but the first effervescence of youth was 
past, and now more than ever, the love of contemplating or 
painting things as they should be, began to yield to the love 
ot knowing things as they are. The tendency of his mind was 
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gradually changing; he was about to eniei' on a. new field of 
enterprise, where new triumphs awaited him, 

For 3, time lie had hesitated what io choose ; at length he 
began to think of History. As a leading object of pursuit, this 
promised hiin peculiar advantages. It was new to him ; and 
lilted to employaome of his most valuable gifts. It was grounded 
on reality, for which, as we have ^lid, his taste was now be- 
coniing stronger ; its mighty revolutions and events, and the 
comirvmding characters that figure in it, would likewise pre- 
sent him with things great and moving, for which his taste had 
always been strong. As recording the past transactions, and 
indicating the prospects o( nations, it could not fail to be de- 
lightful to one, for whom not only human nature was a matter 
of most fascinating speculation, but who looked on all mankind 
with the sentiments of a brother, feeling truly what he often 
said, that ' he had no dearer wish than to see every living mor- 
tal happy and contented with his lot,' To all these advant- 
ages another of a humbler sort was added, but which the na- 
ture of his situation forbade him to lose sight of. The study 
of History, while it alTorded him a subject of 
regular exertion, ivould also afford him, what 
essential, the necessary competence ofincome for which be felt 
reluctant any longer to depend on the resources of poetry, but 
which the produce of his pen was now the only means he had 
of realising. 

For these reasons, be decided on commendng the business 
of historian. The composition oiDort Carios had already led 
him to investigate the stale of Spain under Philip II.; and, 
being little satisfied with Watson's clear but shallow Work on 
that reign, he had turned to the original sources of information, 
the writings of Grotius, Strada, De Thou, and many others. 
Investigating these with his usual fidelity and eagerness, the 
Revolt of the Netherlands had, by degrees, become familiar to 
his thoughts ; distinct in many parts where it was previously 
obscure ; and attractive, as it naturally must be to a temper 
such as his. He now determined that bis first historical per- 
formance should be a narrative of that event. He resolved to 
explore the minutest circumstance of its rise and progress ; 
arrange the materials he might collect, in a more phdosopbical 
order ; to interweave with iheni tb,; general opinions he had 
fenned, or was lorming, on many points oi 
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or individual character ; and, ifpo^sible. to animate ibe whole 
ivUb Ihat warm sympatli)-, which, in a lover of Freedom, this 
most glorious of her triumphs naturaiiy called forth. 

In the tiUing-up of such an outline, there was scope enough 
for diligence. But it was not in Schiller's nature to content 
himself with ordinary etforls : no sooner did a project take hold 
of his mind, than, rallying round it all his accomplishments and 
capabilities, be stretched It out into something so magnificent 
and comprehen -ive, that little less than a hfetiine would have 
b«en sufficient to effect it. This History of the Revolt of the 
Netherlands, which formed his thief study, he looked upon but 
as one branch of the great subject he was yet destined to en- 
gage with. History at large, in all its bearings, u'as now his 
final aim ; and his mind was continually occupied with plans for 
acquiring, improving, and diffusing the knowledge of it. 

Of these plans rnany never reached a describablc shape ; 
very few reached even partial execution. One of the latter sort 
was an intended History 0/ the most remarkable Conspiracies 
and Rtvolulions in the Middle and Later Ages. A first volume 
of the work was published in 1787, Schiller's part In it waa 
trifling ; scarcely more than that of a translator and editor^ 
St. Real's Conspiracy of Bedmar against Venice, here furnished 
with an extended introduction, is the best piece in the book. 
Indeed, St. R&il seems first to have set him on this task: the 
Abbd had already signified his predilection for plots and revolu- 
tions, and given a fine sample of his powers in treating such 
matters. What Schiller did was to expand this idea, and com- 
municate a systematic form to it. His work might have been 
curious and valuable, had it t>een completed : but the pressure 
of other engagements, the necessity of limiting his views to the 
Netherlands, prevented this for the present ; it was afterwords 
forgotten, and never carried farther. 

Such were Schiller's occupations while at Dresden ; their 
extent and variety are proof enough that idleness was not among 
his vices. It was, in truth, the opposite extreine in which he 
erred. He wrote and thought with an impetuosity beyond 
what nature always could endure. His intolerance of inter- 
ruptions first put him on the plan of studying by night ; an al- 
luring but pernicious practice, which began at Dresden, and 
r afterwards forsaken. Hifi recreations breathed it 



.,83-9<- HISTORY. 77 

similar spirit ; he loved to he much alone, and strongly moved. 
The bnnks of the Kibe were the favourite resort of his morn- 
ings : here wandering in solitude amid groves and lawns, and 
green and beautiful places, he abandoned his mind to delicious 
musings ; watched the fitful current of his thoughts, as they 
came sweeping through his soul in their vague, fantastic, gor- 
geous forms ; pleased himself with the transient images of me- 
mory and hope; or meditated on the cares and studies which ' 
had lately been employing, and were again soon to employ him. 
At times, he might be seen floating on the river in a gondola, 
feasting himself with the loveliness of earlh and sky. He de- 
lighted most to be there when tempests were abroad ; his un- 
quiet spirit found a solace in the expression of his own unrest 
on the face of Nature ; danger lent a charm to his situation ; 
he felt in harmony with the scene, when the rack was sweeping 
stornifuUy across the heavens, and the forests were sounding 
in the breeze, and the river was rolling its chafed waters into 
wild eddying heaps. 

Yet before the darkness summoned him exclusively to his 
tasks, Schiller commonly devoted a portion of his day to the 
pleasures of society. Could he have found enjoyment in the 
ilattcries of admiring hospitality, his present fame would have 
piocured them for him in abundance. But these things were 
not to Schiller's taste. His opinion of the 'flesh-flies' of Leip- 
zig we have already seen : he retained the same sentiments 
throughout all his life. The idea of being what we call a /ion 
is offensive enough to any man, of not more than common 
vanity, or less than common understanding ; it was doubly 
offensive to him. His pride and his modesty alilce lorbade it. 
The delicacy of his nature, aggravated into shyness by his edu- 
cation andhis habits, rendered situations of displaymore than 
usually painful to him ; the di^ito pralereunlium was a sort of 
celebration he was far from coveting. In the circles of fashion 
he appeared unwillingly, and seldom to advantage : their glitter 
and parade were foreign to his disposition ; their strict cere- 
mom'al cramped the play oi his mind. Hemmed in, as by in- 
visible fences, among the intricate barriers of etiquette, so 
feeble, so inviolable, he felt constrained and helpless ; alter- 
nately chagrined and indignant. It was the giant among pig- 
mies ; Gulliver, in Lillipiit, tied down by a thousand pack- 
Dot there ■were mote cmj;tatea\ 
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he could associate ; more familiar scenes, in which he found 
the pleasures he was seeking. Here Schiller was himself ; 
frank, unembarrassed, pliant to the humour of the hour. His 
conversation was delightful, abounding at once in rare and 
simple charms. Besides the intellectual riches which it car- 
ried with it, there was that flow of kindliness and unaffected 
good humour, which can render dulncss itself agreeable. Schil- 
ler had many friends in Dresden, who loved him as a man, 
while they admired him as a writer. Their intercourse was of 
the kind he liked, sober, as well as free and mirthful. It was 
the careless, calm, honest effusion of his feelings that he wanted, 
not the noisy tumults and coarse delirium of dissipation. Foi* 
this, under any of its forms, he at no time showed the smallest 
relish. 

A visit to Weimar had long been one of Schiller's pro- 
jects : he now first accomplished it in 1787. Saxony had been, 
for ages, the Attica of Germany; and Weimar had, of latfe, 
become its Athens. In this literary city, Schiller found what 
he expected, sympathy and brotherhood with men of kindred 
minds. To Goethe he was not introduced '^ but Herder and 
Wieland received him with a cordial welcome ; with the latter 
he soon formed a most friendly intimacy. Wieland, the Nestor 
of German letters, was grown gray in the service : Schiller re- 
verenced him as a father, and he was treated by him as a son. 
' We shall have bright hours,' he said ; ' Wieland is still young, 
' when he loves.' Wieland had long edited the Deutsche Mercur: 
in consequence of their connexion, Schiller now took part in 
contributing to that work. Some of his smaller poems, one or 
two fragments of the History of the Netherlands, and the iJet- 
ters on Do7i Carlos ^ first appeared here. His own Thalia still 
continued to come out at Ldpzig. With these for his inci- 
dental employments, with the Belgian Revolt for his chief 
study, and the best society in Germany for his leisure, Schiller 
felt no wish to leave Weimar. The place and what it held 
contented him so much, that he thought of selecting it for his 
permanent abode. * You know the men,* he writes, ' of whom 

* Germany is proud ; a Herder, a Wieland, with their brethren ; 

* and one wall now encloses me and them. What excellencies 

* are in Weiihar ! In this city, at least in this territory, I mean 

* to settle for life, and at length once more to get a country.' 

' Doering says, ' Goethe was at this time absent in Italy ;' an error, as 
U by and by appear. 
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So occupied and so intentioned, he continued lo reside ^1 
Weimar. Some months after bis arrival, he received an invita- 
tion from his early patroness and kind protectress, Madaih von 
Wollzogen, to come and visit her at Bauerbach. Schiller went 
accordingly lo this his ancient city of refuge ; he again found 
all the warm hospitality, which he had of old experienced 
when its character could less he mistaken ; but his excur- 
sion thither produced more lasting effects than this. At Rudol- 
stadt, where he stayed for a time on occasion of this journey, 
he met with a new friend. It ivas here that he first saw the 
Fraulein Lcngefeld, a lady whose attractions made him lotli 
to leave Rudolstadt, and eager to return. 

Next year he did return ; he lived from May till Novem- 
ber there or in the neighbourhood. He ii'as busy as usual, 
and he visited the Lengefeld family almost every day, Schil- 
ler's views on marriage, his longing for ' a civic and domestic 
existence,' we already know. ' To be united with a person,' lie 
had said, ' that shares our sorrows and our joys, that responds 
' lo our feelings, that moulds herself so pliantly, so closely to 
' our humours ; reposing on her calm and warm affection, to 
' relax our spirit from a thousand distractions, a thousand wild 
' wishes and tumultuous passions ; to dream away all the bit- 
' terness of fortune, in ihe bosom of domestic enjoyment ; this 
' the true delight of life.' Some years had elapsed since he ex- 
pressed these sentiments, which time had confirmed, not weak- 
ened ; the presence of the Fraulein Lengefeld awoke them into 
fresh activity. He loved this lady; the return of love, with 
which she honoured him, diffused a sunshine over all his troubled 
world ; and, if the wish of being liers excited more impatient 
thoughts about the settlement of his condition, it also gave him 
fresh strength to attain it. He was full of occupation, while 
in Rudolstadt; ardent, serious, but not unhappy. His Uterary 
projects were proceeding as before ; and, besides the enjoyment 
of virluoos love, he had that of intercourse wiih many worthy 
and some kindred minds. 

Among these, the chief in all respects was Goethe. It was 
during his present visit, that Schiller first met ivith this illus- 
trious person ; concerning whom, both by reading and report, 
his expectations had been raised so high. No two men, both 
of exalted genius, could be possessed of more differeTsJ, «rtui si\ 
excellence, than the two that were nww Vitdm^^ \oi?.e.'ipEt , J^ 
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large company ofilicir mutual friends, ^hc English reader 
may form some approximate conception oT ilie contrast, by 
figuring an interview between Sbakspearc and Milion. How 
giRed, how diverse in their giOs I The mind of the one plays 
calmly, in its capricious and inimitabie graces, over ali the pro- 
vinces of human interest; the other concentrates powers as 
vast, but far less various, on a few subjects ; the one is catholic, 
the other is sectarian. The first is endowed with an all-com- 
prehending spirit; skilled, as if by personal experience, in all 
the modes of human passion and opinion ; therefore, tolerant 
ofult; peaceful, collected ; fighting for no class of men or pritf- 
ciplea ; rather looking on the world, and the various battles 
waging in it, with the quiet eye of one already reconciled to the 
futility of their issues ; but pouring overall the forms of many- 
coloutcd life the light of a deep and subtle intellect, and ths 
decorations of an overflowing fancy ; and allowing men and 
things of every shape and hue to have their own free scope in 
his conception, as they have it in the world where Providence 
has placed them. The other is earnest, devoted ; struggling 
with a thousand mighty projects of improvement; feeling more 
intensely as he icels more narrowly; rejecting vehemently, 
choosing vehemently; at war with the one half of things, in 
love with the other half ; hence dissatisfied, impetuous, without 
interna] rest, nnd scarcely conceiving the possibility of such a 
■tate. Apart from the difference ol their opinions and mental 
culture, Shakspeare and Milton seem to have stood in some 
such relation as this to each other, in regard to the primary 
structure of their minds. So likewise, in many points, was it 
with Goethe and Schiller. The external circumstances of the 
two were, moreover, such as to augment their several peculiari- 
ties. Goethe was in his thirty-ninth year ; and had long since 
found his proper rank and settlement in life. Schiller was ten 
yeors younger, and still without a fixed destiny; on both of 
which accounts, his fundamental scheme oi thought, the prin- 
ciples by which he judged and acted, and maintained his in- 
dividuality, althoug h the y might be settled, were less likely to 
be sobered and inaturetl) In these circumstances ive can hardly 
wonder that on Schiller s part the first impression Avas not very 
pleasant. IJoethe sat talking oi Italy, and an, .ind travelling, 
and n thousand other subjects, with that (low of brilliant and 
^eep sense, sarcastic humour, knowledge, fjncy and good na- 
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lure, ivliich is said to render him the beat talker now alive." 
Schiller looked at hia in quite a different mood ; he felt hia 
natural constraint increased under the influence of a man so 
opposite in character, so potent in resources, so singular and 
so expert in using them; a man whom he could not agree with, 
and knew not how lo contradict. Soon after their interview. 

' On the whole, this personal meeting has not at all dimin- 
' ished the idea, great as it was, which I had previously formed 
' of Goethe ; but I doubt whether we shall ever come into any 
' close communication with each other. Much that still inter- 
' ests me has already had its epoch with him. His whole na- 
' ture is, from its very origin, otherwise constructed than mine ; 
' his world is not my world ; our modes of conceiving things 
' appear to be essentially different. From such a combina- 
' lion, no secure, substantial intimacy can result. Time will 
■try.' 

The aid of time was not, in fact, unnecessary. On the 
part of Goethe there existed prepossessions no less hostile ; 
and derived from sources older and deeper than the present 
transitory meeting, to the discontents of which they probably 
contributed. He himself has lately stated them with his ac- 
customed frankness and good humour, in a paper, part of which 
some readers may peruse with an interest more than merely 
biographicaL 

' On my return from Italy," he says. ' where I had been en- 
' deavouring to train myself to greater purity and precision in 

■ all departments of art. not heeding what meanwhile was going 
' on in Germany, I found here some older and some moi 
' cent works of poetry, enjoying high esteem and wide circula- 
' tion, while unhappily their character to me was utterly otfen- 
' sive. I shall only mention Heinse's Ardtnghello and Schiller' 

■ Robbirs. The first 1 hated for its having undertaken to ei 

' hibit sensuality and mystical abstruseness, ennobled and sup- 
' ported by creative art ; the last, because in it, the very para- 

■ doxes moral and dramatic, from which I was struggling to get 

• liberated, had been laid hold of by a powerful though an im- 

■ mature genius, and poured in a boundless rushing flood over 
' all our country. 

• Neither of these gifted individuals did I blame for what 
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* he had performed or purposed : it is the nature and the privi- 

* lege of every mortal to attempt working in his own peculiar 

* way ; he attempts it first without culture, scarcely with the 
' consciousness of what he is about ; and continues it with con- 

* sciousness increasing as his culture increases ; whereby it 

* happens that so many exquisite and so many paltry things are 

* to be found circulating in the world, and one perplexity is 

* seen to rise from the ashes of another. 

*But the rumour which these strange productions had ex- 

* cited over Germany, the approbation paid to them by every 
' class of persons, from the wild student to the polished court- 

* lady, frightened me ; for I now thought all my labour was to 

* prove in vain ; the objects, and the way of handling them, to 

* which I had been exercising all my powers, appeared as if 

* defaced and set aside. And what grieved me still more was, 

* that all the friends connected with me, Heinrich Meyer and 

* Moritz, as well as their fellow-artists Tischbein and Bury, 
' seemed in danger of the like contagion. I was much hurt. 
' Had it been possible, I would have abandoned the study of 

* creative art, and the practice of poetry altogether ; for where 

* tiras the prospect of surpassing those performances of genial 
' worth and wild form, in the qualities which recommended 

* them ? Conceive my situation. It had been my object and 

* my task to cherish and impart the purest exhibitions of poetic 

* art; and here was I hemmed in between Ardinghello and 

* Franz von Moor I 

• It happened also about this time that Moritz returned from 

* Italy, and stayed with me awhile ; during which, he violently 
' confirmed himself and me in these persuasions. I avoided 
' Schiller, who was now at Weimar, in my neighbourhood. The 

* appearance of Don Carlos was not calculated to approximate 

* us; the attempts of our common friends I resisted; and thus 

* we still continued to go on our way apart.* 

By degrees, however, both parties found that they had been 
mistaken. The course of accidents brought many things to 
light, which had been hidden ; the true character of each be- 
came unfolded more and more completely to the other ; and 
the cold, measured tribute of respect was on both sides ani- 
mated and exalted by feelings of kindness, and ultimately of 
affection. Ere long, Schiller had by gratifying proofs discov- 
*.red that ♦ this Goethe was a very worthy man ;' and Goethe, 
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in Ms love of genius, and /eal for the interests of li 
performing for Schiller the essential duties of a friend, even 
ivhile his personal lepugnance continued unahated. 

A strict similarity of characters is not necessarj'. or per- 
haps very favourable, to friendship. To render it complete, 
each party must no doubt be competent to understand the 
other; both must be possessed of dispositions kindred in iheir 
great lineaments; but the pleasure of comparing our ideas and 
emotions is heightened, when there is 'likeness in unlikeness,' 
The sami seittimenh. difftreni ofiiiiions, Rousseau conceives to 
be the best material of friendship ; reciprocity of kind words 
and actions is more effectual than all. Lulher loved Melanc- 
thon ; Johnson was not rnore the friend of Edmund Burke 
than of poor old Dr. Levitt. Goethe and Schiller met again ; 
as Ihcy ultimaiely came to live together, and to see each other 
oflener, they liked each other better; they became associates, 
friends; and the harmony of their intercourse, strengthened by 
many subsequent communities of object, was never interrupted, 
tin death put an end to it. Goethe, in his time, has done many 
glorious things; but few on which he should look back with 
greater pleasure than his treatment of Schiller. Literary friend- 
ships are said to be precarious, and of rare occurrence : the 
rivalry of interest disturbs Iheir continuance; a rivalry greater, 
where the subject of competition is one so vague, impalpable 
and fluctuating, as the favour of the public ; where the feeling 
to be gratified is one so nearly allied to vanity, the most irrit- 
able, arid and selfish feeling of the human heart. Had Goethe's 
prime motive been the love of fame, he must have viewed with 
repugnance, not the misdirection but the talents of the rising 
genius, advancing with such rspid strides to dispute with him 
the palm of intellectual primacy, nay as the million thought, 
aheady in possession of it ; and if a sense of his own dignity 
had withheld him from offering obstructions, or uttering any 
whisper of discontent, there is none but a truly patrician spirit 
that would cordially have offered aid. To being secretly hostile 
and openly indlfierent, the next resource was to enact the pa- 
tron ; to solace vanity, by helping the rival whom he could not 
hinder, and who could do without his help. Goethe adopted 
neither of these plans. It reflects much credit on him that he 
acted as he did. Eager to forward Schiller's views by exerting 
^^^ influence within his power, te swccecfiei ' " "*""" 
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and nrhat n-as stiU more difficult, in siiflVtiiig the ch| 
racter of benefactor to merge in tliat of equal. They bet 
not friendi only, hut fellow-Ubourers ; a connection pixicluctij 
of important consequences in the history of both, panicul 
of the younger and more undirected of tlic two. 

Mcannliik the History o/lhe Rei'oll cf the VtUfd .V«m4 
lands was in part before ihi; world; the first volume CAmc a 
in 1788. Schiller's former trii tings had given proofs of pom 
so great and various, such an extent of general intcUectu 
strength, and so deep an acquaintance, both practical i 
scientiiic, with the art of composition, that in a subject lifcg 
history, no ordinary work was to be looked for from his hands. 
'With diligence in accumulating materials, and patient care in 
elaborating tlicm. he could scarcely fail to attain distinguished 
excellence. The present volume was well calculated to fulfil 
such cKpeetaiions. Xite Jievoll o/l/ie A'^lk€iiaiids'possas%KZ all 
the common requisites of a good history, and many which are 
in some degree peculiar to itself. The information it conveys 
is minute ajid copious; we have all the circumstances of " "^ 
case, remote and near, set distinctly before us. Yet, such ii 
skill of the arrangement, these are at once brietly and impre 
sively presented. The work is* not stretched 1 
tinuous narrative ; but gathered up into masses, which a 
successively eJihibited to view, the minor facts being groupc 
around some leading one, to which, as to the central objecU 
our attention is chiefly directed. This method of combininf 
the details of events, of proceeding as it \ieYt, per saltum, from'B 
eminence to eminence, and thence surveying the surroundin^l 
scene, is undoubtedly (lie most philosophical of any: but tewW 
men are equal to the task of effecting it rightly. It must h 
e.-iecuted by a mind able to look on all its fac 
disentangle their perplexities, referring each to its proper hcadd 
and to choose, often with extreme address, the station frontj 
which the reader is to view them. Without this, or with this 
inadequately done, a work on such a plan would be intolerable. 
Schiller has accomplished it iji great perfection ; the whole 
scene of aflairs was evidently clear before liis own eye, and he 
did not want enpertness to discriminate and seitc its distinctive , 
features. The bond of cause and consequence he never loses 1 
Eight of; and over each successive portion of his narra.tive h 
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pours that flood of inlcllectiial and imaginative brilliaicy, whitli 
all his priorwritings had displayed. His reflections, expressed 
or implied, are the fruit of Strong, comprehensive, penetrating 
thought. His descriptions arevivid; his characters are studied 
with a keen sagacity, and set before us in their most striltlng 
points of view; those of Egmont and Orange occur to every 
reader as a rare union of perspicacity and eloquence. The 
work has a look of order; of beauty joined to caJm reposing 
force. Had it been completed, it might have ranked as the 
very best of Schiller's prose compositions. But no second 
volume ever came to light; and the first concludes at the en- 
trance of Alba into Brussels. Two fragments alone, the Siege 
ef Antwerp, and the Passage of Albn's Army, both living pic- 
tures, show us still farther what he might have done had he 
proceeded. The surpassing and often highly-picturesque move- 
ments of this War, the devotedness of the Dutch, their heroic 
achievement of liberty, were not destined to be painted by the 
glowing pen of Schiller, whose heart and mind were alike so 
qualified to do them justice." 

The accession of reputation, which this work procured its 
author, was not the only or the principal advantage he derived 
from it. Eichhorn, Professor of History, was at this time about 
to leave the University of Jena: Goethe had already introduced 
his new acquaintance Schiller to the special notice of Amelia, 
the accomplished Regent of Sachsen-Weimar ; he now joined 
with Voigt, the head Chaplain of the Court, in sohciting the 
vacant chair for him. Seconded by the general voice, and the 
persuasion of the Princess herself, he succeeded. Schiller was 
appointed Professor at Jena; he went thither in 1789. 

With Schiller's removal to Jena begins a new epoch in his 
public and private life. His connexion with Goethe here lirst 
ripened into friendship, and became secured and cemented by 
frequency of intercourse.'" Jena is but a few miles distant from 

• Ifwe mistake not. Madame do Stael, in htr R^Jilalioa h'raaiaiu, had 
this performanct! or Schiller'i in her eye. Her work is constructed on n 
rimilarlhcpiieh a rather looser plan of arrangement : the execution of it bears 
(he same relation to that of Schitlei ; it is less irregular; more ambitious In 
il9 rhetoric; inleciorin preduon, thougli often not in force of tbouglic. 
imagMV. 

" The obstacle 10 their nnion hawe already been described 
of Goethe ; the slepj l™ which these were surmounted, ore deserilied by 
^ th? same paper with equal minuteness and effect, ■- ■ - * -■ - 
BtbetMerled here. See Appendix, No, -j. 
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'eimar; and ihe two friends, bolli sciilcd in puWic offioi, 
belonKing to ihc »amc Government, had daily opportunities a 
inicrclmngiriE visits. Schiller's wanderingswere nowconcliidedg 
with ft heait lireil of so Huctuatlng an existence, but not i 
tpoikd o( its capacil/ for relishing a. calmer one ; with a 
experienced by much and varied intercourse with men ; 
knowlcdgu and of plans to turn it to account, he could i 
repoM himself in the haven of domeuic comforts, and I 
forwiird to days of more unbroken exertion, and more « 
aomc and permanent enjoyment than hitherto bad fallen to bii 
lot. In the Kobruary following bis settlement at Jena, be a 
laincd the liand of Frautein Lengefcld; a happiness, with tj 
prospect of which he had long associated all the pleasures w 
lie hoped for from the future. A few months after this e 
he thu 9 expresses himself, in writing to a friend: 

' Life is quite a diDcrcnt thing by the side of a beloved wt&, 
' than BO forsaken and alone; even in Summer. Beautiful Na- 
' lure I I now for Ihc first time fully enjoy it, Kve in it. The 
' world again clothes it self around me in poetic forms; old feel- 
' ings are again awakening in my breast. What a life I am 
' leading here! I look with a glad mind around me ; my heart 

■ finds a perennial contentment without it ; my spirit so fine, 
' so refreshing a nourishment. My existence is settled in har- 
' monious composure; not strained and impassioned, but peace- 

■ ful and clear, I look to my future destiny with a cheerful 

■ heart; now when standing at the wished-for goal, I wonder 
' with myself how it all has happened, so far beyond my ex- 

■ pectalions, Fate has conquered the difficulties for me ; it 
' has, I may sny. forced me to the mark. From the future I 

■ expect cveryihing. A few years, and 1 shall hvc in the full 

■ enjoyment of my spirit ; nay, 1 think my very youth will t 
' renewed ; an inward poetic life will give it me agai 

To what extent these smiling hopes were realised will h 
seen in the next and concluding Part of this Biograj 



PART ITT. 

FROM HIS SETTLEMENT AT JENA TO HtS DEATH. 
(1790-1805.) 

The duties ot his new oSice naturally called upon Schiller to 
devote himself with double tea\ to History: a, subject, which 
from choice he had alieady entered on with so much eagerness. 
In ihe study of it, we have seen above how his strongest facul- 
ties and tastes were exercised and gratified: and new opportu- 
nities were now combined with new motives for persisting in 
his efforts. Concerning the plan or tiie success of his acadc' 
mical prelections, we have scarcely any notice: in his class, it 
is said, he used most frequently to apeak extempore 1 and his 
delivery was not distinguished by tluency or grace, a circum- 
stance to be imputed to the agitation of a public appearance ; 
for, as WoUmann assures us, 'the beauty, Ihe elegance, ease, 
tvith which he could continuously ex- 
ere acknowledged and admired by 
r, we suppose, would make amends 
nner; to judge from his introduc- 
1 his works, with the title, IV/ial is 
Universal History, nnd with what views should it bi stHdied. 
there perhaps has never been in Europe another course of his- 
tory sketched out on principles so magnificent and philoso- 
phical.^ But coUtsc exercises were far from being his ultimate 
object, nor did he rest satisfied with mere visions of perfection : 
the compass c^ the outline he had traced, for a proper Histo- 
rian, was scarcely greater than the assiduity with which he 



' press himself in private, w 
' all his friends.' His matte 
for these deficiencies of n 
tory lecture, preserved i 



J, an: pieces of (he very higliBst order ; foil of streneth and beauty ; deli- 
„JU3 <o the laveis of Lliat plastic phllMOph]^. which employs ilsdf In glviDg 
foraiBOd Ufe to the 'dry bones' 01 those antique evEuls, that lie before us so 
inetplicable in the brief and enigmatic pages of their dironidcrs. The 
GUna over Euroftntlht ftriai if the first Crusitiii the Timii ff Iht Em- , 
plTar Fridirkk I. : the Trimll/i in FrjHce, are also masterly skelchea, to, 
*jiaipler and mot* eommon style. 
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slrovc to fill il tip, His IcHcrs breallic a spiril not Only of4| 
gence but of ardour ; he seems intent with all his strength t(_ 
this fresh pursuit ; and delighted with the vast prospects ofqi 
touched and attractive speculation, which were opening a: 
him on every side. He professed himself to be 'exceediiq 
contented with his business ;' his ideas on the natuH 
acquiring both extension and distinctness; and every moi 
of his leisure was employed in reducing them to practice, 
was now busied with the History gf the Thirty-Years War. 

This work, which appeared in 1791. is considered by ^ 
German critics as his chief performance in this departinent<| 
literature : The Revolt of the Netherlands, the only o 
could have vied with it, never was completed ; otherwisci \ 
our opinion, it might have been superior. Either of the » 
would have sufficed to secure for Schiller a. distinguished r 
among historians, of the class denominated philosophiQi 
though even both together, they afford but a feeble exeti 
cation of the ideas which he entertained on the manner of 
posinghistory. (in his view, the business of history r. 
merely to record, but to interpret ; it involves not only a 
conception and a lively exposition of events and characters, 
but a found, enlightened theory of individual and national mo- 
rality, a general philosophy of human life, whereby to judge of 
them, and measure their effects. The historian now stands od 
higher ground, takes in a wider range than those that went 
before him; he can now survey vast tracts of human action, 
and deduce its laws from an experience extending over many 
climes and ages. With his ideas, morenvcr, his feelings ought 
to be enlarged : he should regard the interests not of any sect 
or state, but of mankind; the progress not of any class of arts 
or opinions, but of universal happiness and refinement. His 
narrative, in short, should be moulded according to the science, 
and impregnated with the liberal spirit of his timej 

Voltaire is generally conceived to have invented and intro- 
duced anew method of composing history; the chief historians 
that have foUmvcd him have been by way of eminence deno- 
minated philosophical. This is hardly correct. Voltaire ^vl■ote 
history with greater talent, but scarcely with a new species of 
talent ; he applied the ideas of the eighteenth century to the 
in this there was nothing radically new. In the 
^ of a thinking writer history has always been "philosophy 
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teaching by experience;' Uiat is, such philosophy as the age 
of the historian has afforded. For a Greek or Roman, it was 
natural to look upon events with an eye to their effect on his 
own city or country ; and to try them by a code of principles, 
in which the prosperity or extension of this formed a leading 
object. For a monkish chronicler, it was nattiral to estimate 
the progress of affairs by the number of abbeys founded ; the 
virtue of men by the sum-total of donations to the dergy-^And 
for a thinker of the present day, it is equally natural to mea- 
sure the occurrences of history by quite a different standnid : 
by their influence upon the general destiny of man, their tend- 
ency to obstruct or to forward him in his advancement towards 
hberty, knowledge, true religion and dignity of mind. Each 
of these narrators simply measures by the scale which is con- 
sidered for the time as expressing the great concerns and 
duties of humanity. 

Schiller's views on this matter were, as might have been 
expected, of the most enlarged kind. ' It seems to me,' said 
he in one of his letters, 'that in writing history for the mo- 

• derns, we should try to communicate to it such an interest 
' as the History of the Peloponnesian War had for the Greeks. 
' Now this is the problem : to choose and arrange your mate- 
' rials so that, to interest, they shall not need the aid of deco- 
' ration. We moderns have a source of interest at our disposal, 
' which no Greek or Roman was acquainted with, and which 
■ the patriotic interest does not nearly equal. This last, in 
' general, is chiefly of importance for unripe nations, for the 
' youth of the world. But we may excite a very different sort 
' of interest Qf we represent each remarkable occurrence that 
' happened to 7neK as of importance to mmf^ It is a poor and 
' little aim to write for one nation ; a philosophic spirit cannot 
' tolerate such limits, cannot bound its views to a form of 

• human nature so arbitrary, fluctuating, accidenlal. The most 
' powerful nation is but a fragnicnt ; and thinking minds will 
' not grow warm on its account, except in so far as this nation 
' or its fortunes have been influential on the progress of the 

That there is not some excess in this comprehensive cosmo- 
politan philosophy, may perhaps be liable to question. Nature 
herself has, wisely no doubt, partitioned us into " kindreds, ■iwi. 
nations, and tongues ;' it is avfiong o\it HiaimtW, Iji ^ii-«i ■♦i«^w 
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in behalf of our country, simply for its own sake; and the busi- 
ness of Reason seems to be to chasten and direct our instinctSi 
never to destroy them. We require individuality in our attachr 
ments : the sympathy which is expanded over all men will com- 
monly be found so much attenuated by the process, that it 
cannot be effective on any. And as it is in nature, so it is in 
art, which ought to be the image of it. LTniversal philanthropy 
forms but a precarious and very powerless rule of conduct ; 
and the ' progress of the species' will turn out equally unfitted 
for deeply exciting the imagination. It is not with freedom 
that we can sympathise, but with free men. There ought, in- 
deed, to be in history a spirit superior to petty distinctions and 
vulgar partialities ; our particular affections ought to be en- 
lightened and purified ; but they should not be abandoned, or, 
such is the condition of humanity, our feelings must evaporate 
and fade away in that extreme diffusion. Perhaps, in a certain 
sense, the surest mode of pleasing and instructing all nations 
is to write for one. 

This too Schiller was aware of, and had in part attended to. 
Besides, the Thirty- Years War is a subject in which nationality 
of feeling maybe even wholly spared, better than in almost 
any other. It is not a German but a European subject ; it forms 
the concluding portion of the Reformation, and this is an event 
belonging not* to any country in particular, but to the human 
race. Vet, if we mistake not, this over-tendency to generalisa- 
tion, both in thought and sentiment, has rather hurt the present 
work. The philosophy, with which it is embued, now and then 
grows vague from its abstractness, ineffectual from its refine- 
ment : the enthusiasm which pervades it, elevated, strong, en- 
lightened, would have told better on our hearts, had it been 
confined within a narrower space, and directed to a more 
specific class of objects. In his extreme attention to the philo- 
sophical aspects of the period, Schiller has neglected to take 
advantage of many interesting circumstances, which it offered 
under other points of view. The Thirty- Years War abounds 
with what may be called picturesqueness in its events, and still 
more in the condition of the people who carried it on. Harte's 
History of GusiavuSt a wilderness which mere human patience 
unable to explore, is yet enlivened here and there with 
U spot, when he tell us of some scalade or camisado, 
lates on troopers rendered bullet-proof by art-magic. 
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Hi5 chaotic records have, in fact, aftbrded to our Novel! 
raw materials of DugaldDalgeCty, a cavalier of the most singu- 
lar equipment, of character and manners which, for many 
sons, merit study and description. To much of this, though, 
as he afterwards proved, it was well known to him, Schiller 
paid comparatively small attention ; his work has lost in liveli- 
ness by the omission, more Chan it has gained in dignity or ia- 

Yet, with all its imperfections, this is no ordinary history. 
The speculation, it is true, is not always of the kind we wish; 
it excludes more moving or enlivening topics, and sometimes 
savours of the inexperienced theorist who had passed his days 
remote from practical statesmen; the subject has not sufficient 
unity; in spite of every effort, it breaks into fragments towards 
the conclusion : but still there is an energy, a vigorous beauty 
in the work, which far more than redeems its failings. Great 
thoughts at every turn arrest our attetilion, and make us pause 
To confirm or contradict them; happy metaphors,^ some vivid 
descriptions of events and men, remind us of the author of 
Fiesco and Don Carlos. The characters of GusCavus and Wal- 
lenstein are finely developed in the course of the narrative. 
Tilly's passage of the Lech, the battles of Leipzig and Liitien 
figure in our recollection, as if our eyes had witnessed them ; 
the death of Custavus is described in terms which might draw 
■ iron tears' from the eyes of veterans.^ If Schiller had inclined 
to dwell upon the mere visual or imaginative department of his 
subject, no man could have painted it more graphically, or 
better called forth our eihotions, sympathetic or romiintic. But 
this, we have seen, was not by any means his leading aim. 

On the whole, the present work is still the best historical i 
performance which Germany can boast of. Miiller's histories 
are distinguished by merits of ar.ither sort; by condensing, Iti 
a given space, and frequently in lucid order, a quantity of in- 
formation, copious and authentic beyond example : but as in- 
tellectual productions, they cannot rank witli Sdiiller's. Wolt- 

' Ve( wi Bcarcely meet wiih oqe go happy as ilial in the Ursctl oftkt 
fitllurSaitds, where hs finishes his picture of llio flootny silence and disms^ 
that reigned in Frassels on the first entmnee of Alba, by this striking '■""-■ 
' Now ibaMhe City had received the Spanish Genentlwitlilni's wa% 
' rheair as of a man that has tirunh a cup of poison, and with shuddering 
' expectsUon watches, every moment, for its deadly agency." 
"" » floe Appendix. No, 4. 
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1 of Berlin has added to the Tliirtt- JVa« iy,tr anolh 
work of cijual siic. by way <rf c«ntinuaih>n. rntitTed HhUry ^ 
tkt Ptoft I-/ Mmutrr; wiih the first nct^aibtions of »' ' ' 
Ueoij' tlie (ortntr (includes. Woltmann i^ a person of &biliiy£~| 
but we tiate nm say of him, whai Wicland said of Schiller, 
thiit by his firsi hisiorieal attempt he ' has discovered n decided 
capability of rising to a level with Hume, Robertson and Gibbon,' 
He will raihci- ri^c to a level with Belsham or Smoileil. 

Thii first complete sj>ecimcn of Schiller's nrt in the histoi 
cnl depjirtmcnt, though but a small fraction of what he r 
to do, And could have done, proved in fact to be the last h 
ever undertook. At present very different cares awaited hin^ 
in 1791. n tit of sickness overtook him; he had to exchanf 
the inipirinft labours of lilcralure for the disgusts and disqaii^ 
ludes of physical disease. His disorder, which had its seat ii 
the cheat, was violent and ihreslening ; and though nature over- 
came it in the present instance, the blessing of entire health 
never more returned to him. The cause of this severe afdic- 
tion seemed 10 be the unceasing toil and anxiety of mind, in 
which his days had hitherto been p.issed; his frame, whicli, 
though inll, had never been robust, was too weak for the vehe- 
ment and sleepless soul that dwelt within it; and the habit of 
QOcIumal study had, no doubt, aggravated all the other mis- 
chiefa, Ever since his residence at Dresden, his constitution 
had been weakened: but this nide shock at once shattered.its 
remaining strength; for a lime the strictest precautions were 
required barely to preserve existence. A total cessation fron^l 
every intellectual efforC tvas one of the most peremptory law|H 
prescribed to him. Schiller's habits .nnd domestic circumstance^! 
equally rebelled against this measure ; with a beloved wife d^U 
pending on him for support, inaction itself could have procuret^^ 
him little rest. His case seemed hard; his prospects of inno^l 
cent felicity had been too bancfully obscured. Yet in this pain9 
ful and difficult position, he did not yield to despondency; an<^| 
at length, assistance, and partial deliverance, reached liim fron^^ 
a very unexpected quarter. Schiller had not long been sick, J 
when the hereditary Prince, now reigning Duke of Holstein-S 
Augustenburg. jointly with the Count Von Schimmclmann, con.S 
ferredonbim a pension of a thousand crowns for three years.^fl 

' * l( WBS lo Denmark likewise fliat Klopslock owed (he means of con t-B 

^■Mm bfi Martar. H 
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No stipulation was added, but merely that he should be careful 
of his health, and use eveiy attention to recover. This speedy 
and generous aid, moreover, was presented with a delicate 
poUteness, which, as Schiller said, touched him more than even 
the gift itself. We should remember this Count and this Duke ; 
they deserve some admiration and some envj'. 

This disorder introduced a melancholy change into Schil- 
ler's circumstances: he had now another enemy to strive with, 
a. secret and fearful impediment to vanquish, in which much 
resolute effort must be sunk without producing any positive re- 
sult. Pain is not entirely synonymous with Evil; but bodily 
pain seems less redeemed by good than almost any other kind 
of it. From the loss of fortune, of fame, or even of friends, 
Philosophy pretends to draw a certain compensating benefit ; 
but in general the permanent loss of health will bid defiance to 
her alchymy. It is a universal diminution ; the diminution 
equally of our resources and of our capacity to guide them ; a 
penalty unmiiigated, save by love of friends, which then first 
becomes truly dear and precious to us ; or by comforts brought 
from beyond this earthly sphere, from that serene Fountain 
of peace and hope, to which our weak Philosophy cannot 
raise her wing. For all men, in itself, disease is misery ; but 
chiedy for men of finer feelings and endowments, to whom, in 
return for such superiorities, it seems to be sent most fre- 
quently and in its most distressing forms. It is a cruel fate for 
the'poet to have the sunny land of his imagination, often the 
■ sole territory he is lord of, disfigured and darkened by the 
shades of pain ; for one whose highest happiness is the exer- 
tion of his mental faculties, to have them chained and paralysed 
in the imprisonment of a. distempered frame. With external 
activity, with palpable pursuits, above all, with a suitable 
placidity of nature, much even in certain states of sickness 
may be performed and enjoyed. But for him whose heart is 
already over-keen, whose world is of the mind, ideal, internal; 
when the mildew of hngering disease has struck that world, 
and begun to blacken and consume its beauty, nothing seems 
to remain but despondency and bitterness and desolate sorrow, 
felt and anticipated, to the end. 

Woe to him if his will likewise falter, if his resolution fail, 
and his spirit hend its neck to the yoke of this new enemy I 
I l^nesa and a disturbed imagination wU s^to. ftw iTOviVt:!^ <A. 
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him, and let loose their thousand fiends to harass him, to tor- 
ment him into madness. Alas! the bondage of Algiers is free- 
dom compared with this of the sick man of genius, whose 
heart has fainted and sunk beneath its load. His clay dwell- 
ing is changed into a gloomy prison ; every nerve is beconie 
an avenue of disgust or anguish ; and the soul sits within, in 
her melancholy loneliness, a prey to the spectres of despair, or 
stupefied with excess of suffering, doomed as it were to a * life 
in death,* to a consciousness of agonised existence, without the 
consciousness of power which should accompany it. Happily, 
death, or entire fatuity, at length puts an end to such scenes 
of ignoble misery ; which, however, ignoble as they are, we 
ought to view with pity rather than contempt. 

Such are frequently the fruits of protracted sickness, in men 
otherwise of estimable qualities and gifts, but whose sensibility 
exceeds their strength of mind. In Schiller, its worst effects 
were resisted by the only availing antidote, a strenuous deter- 
mination to neglect them. His spirit was too vigorous and 
ardent to yield even in this emergency : he disdained to dwindle 
into a pining valetudinarian ; in the midst of his infirmities, 
he persevered with unabated zeal in the great business of his 
life. As he partially recovered, he returned as strenuously as 
ever to his intellectual occupations ; and often, in the glow of 
poetical conception, he almost forgot his maladies. By such 
resolute and manly conduct, he disarmed sickness of its cruel- 
est power to wound ; his frame might be in pain, but his spirit 
retained its force, unextinguished, almost unimpeded ; he did 
not lose his relish for the beautiful, the grand, or the good, in 
any of their shapes ; he loved his friends as formerly, and 
wrote his finest and sublimest works when his health was gone. 
Perhaps no period of his life displayed more heroism than the 
present one. 

After this severe attack, and the kind provision which he 
had received from Denmark, Schiller seems to have relaxed his 
connexion with the University of Jena : the weightiest duties 
of his class appear to have been discharged by proxy, and his 
historical studies to have, been forsaken. Yet this was but a 
change, not an abatement, in the activity of his mind. Once 
partially free from pain, all his formex diU^etvc^ ^.vjoke ; and 
being- also free from the more press\Tv^ caWs ol ^>a>j ^tA 
economy, he was now allowed to turn \i\s aUexvxKoxv vo oV^^cX'a 
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which attracted it more. Among these one o 
ing was the Philosophy of Kant, 

The transcendental system of the Konigsbcrg Professor had, 
for the last ten years, been spreading over Germany, which it 
had now tilled with the moat violent contentions. The powers 
and accomplishments of Kaut were universally acknowledged ; 
the high pretensions of his system, pretensions, it is true, such 
as had been a thousand times put forth, a thousand limes found 
wanting, still excited notice, when so backed by ability and 
reputation. The air of mysticism connected with these doc- 
trines was attractive to the German mind, with which the 
vague and the vast are always pleasing qualities ; the dreadful 
array of first principles, tlie forest huge of terminology and 
definitions, where the panting intellect of weaker men wanders" 
as in pathless thickets, and at length sinks powerless to the 
tarth, oppressed with fatigue, and suffocated with scholastic 
miasma, seemed sublime rather than appalling to the Germans ; 
men who shrink not at toil, and to whom a certain degree of 
darkness appears a native element, essential for giving play Co 
that deep meditative enthusiasm which forms so important a 
feature in their character. Kant's Philosophy, accordingly, 
found numerous disciples, am! possessed them with a ical un- 
exampled since the days of Pythagoras. This, in fact, re- 
sembled spiritual fanaticism rather than a calm ardour in the 
cause of science; Kant's warmest admirers seemed to. regard 
Iiim more in the light of a prophet than of a mere earthly sage. 
Such admiration was of course opposed by corresponding cen- 
sure ; the transcendental neophytes had to encounter sceptical 
gainsayers as determined as themselves. Of this latter class 
the most remarkable were Herder and Wieland. Herder, then 
a clergyman of Weimar, seems never to have comprehended 
what he fought against so keenly ; he denounced and con- 
demned the Kantean metaphysics, because he found them he- 
terodox. The young divines came back from the University 
of Jena with their minds well nigh delirious; full of strange 
doctrines, which they explained to the exaininalors of the Wei- 
mar Consistorium in phrases that excited no idea in the heads 
of these reverend persons, but much horror in their hearts.* 
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Hence rtpiimands, and objiitgations, and exci-'ssive biltcrnrac 
between the applicants for ordination and those appointed to 
confer it : one young clei^man at Weimar shot himself on 
account ; beresy, and jarring, and unprofitable logic, vicrc 
vcisal. Hence Herder's vehement attacks on this 'peinic 
(juackcry ;' tliis delusive and destructive ' system of words.'^ 
NV'ieland strove against it for another reason. He had, all hit 
lifa, been labouring to give currency among his countrymen to 
a species of diluted epicurism ; to erect a certain smooth, and 
elegant, and very slender scheme of taste and morals, borrowed 
from our Shaftesbury and the French. All this feeble cdilice 
the new doctrine was sweeping before it to utter ruin, with the 
violence of a tornado. It grieved Wieland to see the work of 
half a century destroyed : he fondly imagined that but for 
Kant's philosophy it might have been perenniaL With scep- 
ticism quickened into action by such motives. Herder and he 
went forth as brother champions against the transcendental 
metaphysics ; they were not long without a multitude of hot 
assailants. The uproar produced among thinking men by the 
conflict, has scarcely been equalled in Germany si 
of Luther. Fields were fought, and victories lost and \ 
nearly all the minds of the 

arrayed on this side or on that. Goethe alone seemed aUof 
ther to retain his wonted composure ; he was clear for aUoi 
the Kantean scheme to 'have its day, as all things ha-fj 
Goethe has already lived to see the wisdom of this sentimra 
so characteristic of his genius and turn of thought. 

In these controversies, soon pushed beyond the bounds^ 
temperate or wholesome discussion, Schiller took no part ; 
the noise they made afforded him a fresh inducement to in 
tigate a set of doctrines, so important in the general estimattq 
A system which promised, even with a very little plat 
to accomplish all that Kant asserted his complete performaiM 
of ; to explain the difference between Matter and Spirit, t 
ravel the perplexities of Necessity and Freewill; to show, I 
the true grounds of our belief in God, and what hope nattf 

• See Hirdiri L/ieti. hy his Widow. That Herder w 
troubled with aiiy unphilosophical Eceplicisni, or aversion to novrlty, I 
be inrcrred from his patronising Dr. Uall's system of Phrenology, or ' "' 
doctrine' OS they call it In Germany. But Gall had referred with a 
ledgmi^tRad admiration to the Pkihiiifliii dir Cischicl. ' ' "' ~ 
Hew lay a ' ■" " " 
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gives us of the soul's iimnortnlily ; and tlius at Icnglh, after :i 
thousand failures, to interpret the enigma of our being, — hardly 
needed that additional inducement to make such a man as 
Schiller grasp at it with eager curlDsity. His progress also 
was facilitated Jiy his present circumstances ; Jena had now 
become the chief well-spring of Kantean doctrine, a distinction 
or disgrace it has ever since continued to deserve. Reinhold, 
one of Kant's ablest followers, was at this time Schiller's fellow- 
teacher and daily companion ; he did not fail to encourage and 
assist his friend in a path of study, which, as he believed, con- 
ducted to such glorious results. Under this tuition, Schiller 
was not long in discovering, thnt at least the ' new philosophy 
' was more poetical than that of Leibnitz, and had a grander 
• character ;' persuasions which of course confirmed him in his 
resolution to examine it. 

How far Schiller penetrated into the arcana of transcenden- 
talism it is impossible for iis to say. Tlie metaphysical and 
logical branches of it seem to have afforded him no solid satis- 
faction, or taken no firm hold of his thoughts ; their influence 
is scarcely to be traced in any of his subsequent writings. The 
only department to which he attached himself with his ordinary 
ieal was that which relates to the principles of the imitative 
arts, with their moral influences, and which in the Kantean 
nomenclature has been designated by the term jEsthetics^ or 
(he doctrine of sentiments and emotions. On these subjects 
he had already amassed a multitude of thoughts ; to see which 
expressed by new symbols, and arranged in systematic form, 
and held together by some common theory, would necessarily 
yield enjoyment to his intellect, and inspire him with fresh 
alacrity in prosecuting such researches. The new light which 
dawned, or seemed to dawn, upon him, in the course of these 
investigations, is reflected, in various treatises, evincing, at 
least, the honest diligence with which he studied, and the fer- 
tility with which he could produce. Of these the largest and 
most elaborate are the essays ott Gract and Dignity j on Naive 
and Sentimental Poetry; and the Letters on the Mstkitic Cul- 
iureo/Man: the other pieces are on Tragic Art; on the 
Pathetic; on the Cause 0/ our Delight in Tragic Objects; on 
Entploying tlie Low and Common in Art. 

' From Hie verb .Irfiioyji, /ii/«/.— The term is Baumgarten's-, ^i^J« \a 



■ .SCHILLER AT JENA. 

^ Being cast in the mould of Kantism, or at least clothed 

its garments, these productions, ta readers unacquaiotfid K 
that syEtein, ate encumbered hero and there with diffi 
greater than belong intrlnaically to the subjec 
them, the uninitiated student is mortitied at : 
powerful thought diatorled, as he thinks, into sucb fuitU 
form* : the principles of reasoning, on which they n 
parently not those of common logic : a dimness and doubt a 
hangs their conclusions; scarcely anything is proved ii 
vincing manner. But this is no strange quality in such writiai 
To an exoteric reader the philosophy of Kant almost olwi 
appears to invert the common maxim ; its end and aim s 
not to be ' to make abstruse things simple. 
things abstruse.' Often a proposition of inscrutable anddi 
aspect, when resolutely grappled with, and torn from its a 
den, and its bristling entrenchments of uncouth ti 
and dragged forth into the open light of day, to be seen by H 
natural eye, and tried by merely human understanding, pro 
to be a very harmless truth, familiar lo us from of old, i 
times so familiar as to be a truism. Too frequently, the a; 
ious novice is reminded of Dryden in the BaMt of Iht £ 
there it a helmet of rusty iron, dark, grim, gigantic ; andvi 
il, at the farthest corner, is a head no bigger than a « 
These are the general errors of Kantean c ' 
sent works, they are by no means of the u 
ing kind ; and there is a fundamental merit which does u 
than counterbalance them. By the aid of study, the doctii 
set before us can, in general, at length be comprehended ; 
Schiller's fine intellect, recognisable even in its masquera 
is ever and anon peering forth in its native form, which ail n 
understand, which all must rehsh, and presenting us with pi 
ages that show like bright verdant islands in the misty s 
metaphysics. 

We have been compelled to ofier these remarks on K 
Philosophy; but it is right to add that they are the result \ 
only very limited acquaintance with the subject, 
wish that any influence of ours should add a n 
feeble, to the loud and not at all melodious cry which has b 
raised against it in this country. When a class of doctrial 
so involved in difficulties, yet so sanctioned by illustrious n, 
is set before us, curiosity must have a theory respecting thM| 
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and indolence and other humbler feelings are too ready to af- 
ford her one. To call Kant's system a laborious dream, and 
ita adherents craty mystics, is a brief method, brief but false. 
The critic, whose philosophy includes the craxuiesi ofmenhke 
these, so easily and smoothly in lis formulas, should render 
thanks to Heaven for having gifted him with science and acu- 
men, as few in any age or country have been gifted. Meaner 
men, however, ought to recollect that where we do not under- 
stand, we should postpone deciding, or, at least, keep our de- 
cision for our own exclusive benehc. We of England may 
reject this Kantean system, perhaps with reason ; but it ought 
to be on other grounds than are yet before us. Philosophy is 
science, and science, as Schiller has observed, cannot always 
be explained in 'conversations by the parlour lire,' or in written 
treatises tliat resemble such. The cui bane of these doctrines 
may not, it is true, be expressible by arithmetical computa- 
tions ; the subject also is perplexed with obscurities, and 
probably with manifold delusions ; and ton often its interpro- 
ters with us have been like ' tenebrific stars,' that ' did ray out 
darkness' on a matter itself sufHciemly dark. Bui what then ? 
Is the jewel always to be found among the common dust of the 
highway, and always to be estimated by its value in the com- 
mon judgment ? It lies embosomed in the depths of the mine; 
rocks must be rent before it can be reached ; skilful eyes and 
hands must separate it from the rubbish where it lies concealed, 
arid kingly purchasers alone can prize it and buy it, This Uw 
of estracism is as dangerous in science as it was of old in poli- 
tics, Let us not forget that many things are true which can- 
not be demonstrated by the rules of H'alti'i Lo%ie; that many 
truths are valuable, for which no price is given in Paternoster 
Row, and no preferment offered at St. Stephen's 1 Whoever 
reads these treatises of Schiller with attention, will perceive 
that they depend on principles of an immensely higher and 
more complex character than our ' Essays on Taste.' and our 
' Inquiries concerning the Freedom of the Will.' The laws of 
criticism, which it is their purpose to establish, are derived 
from the inmost nature of man ; the scheme of moraUty, which 
they inculcate, soars into a brighter region, very far beyond the 
ken of our 'Utilities' and ' Reflex-senses,' They do not teach 
us ' to judge of poetry and art as we judge of dinner,' merely 
by observing the impressions it produced in us; 3.0*! '^'n^^ lo 
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derive llie duties and cliicf etiil of man Trom other grounds than 
the philosophy of Profit and Loss. These LttUrs on jSstfy& 
Culture, without tlie aid of anything which the most sceptical 
could designate as superstition, trace out and attempt to sanc- 
tion for us a system of tnoraJity, in which the subljinest feel- 
ings of the Stoic and the Christian are represented but as stages 
in our progress to the pinnacle of inie human grandeur ; uiJ 
man, isolated on this fragment of the universe, encompassed 
with the boundless desolate Unknown, at war with Fate; widi- 
out help or the hope of help, is confidently called upon to tise 
into a calm cloudless height of internal activity and peace, aiul ] 
be, what he has fondly named himself, the god of this lower 
world. When such ate the results, who would not make an 
effort for the steps by which they are attained f In Schiller's | 
treatises, it must be owned, the reader, after all exertions. wiD 
be fortunate if he can fmd them. Yet a second perusal triS 
satisfy him better than the first ; and among the shapeless im- 
mensities which fill the Night of Kantism, and the meteoric 
coruscations, which perplex him rather than enlighten, he wiU 
fancy he descries some streaks of a serener radiance, which he 
will pray devoutly that time may purify and ripen into perfect 
day. The Philosophy of Kant is probably combined with errors 
to its very core \ but perhaps also, this ponderous unmanage- 
able dross may bear iti it the everlasting gold of truth ! Mighty 
spirits have already laboured in refining it : is it wise in us to 
take up with the base pewter of Utility, and renounce such pro- 
jects altogether ? We trust, not.* 

That Schiller's genius profited by this laborious and ardent 
Study of jEstheiic Metaphysics, has frequently been doubted, 
and sometimes denied. That, after such investigations, the 
process of composition would become more difficult, might be 
inferred from tht nature of the case. That also the principles 
of this critical theory were in part erroneous, in still greater 
part too fe.r-fetch';d and fine-spun for application to the busi- 
ness of writing, we may farther venture lo assert. But excel- 
lence, not ease of composition, is the thin^ to be desired ; and 
in a mind like Schiller's, so full of energy, of images and 

' Are our hopes from Mr, Coleridge always lo he fruiiless? Sneers at 
(he common-sense philosophy of the Scotch are of little use: if ii a poor 
philosophv, perhaps ; but not bo poor as none at all, which seeins to be Qie 
utateofmatteR hereat prtBCnl. 
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thoughts and creative power, the more se'ddl^as.praciice of se- 
lection was little likely to be detrinienlal. " j\nd though con- 
siderable errors might mingle with the rules by wbich Ije judged 
himself, the habit of judging carelessly, or not at .all, ,is far 
worse than that of sometimes judging wrong. Besn^i3,_^nce 
accustomed to attend strictly to (he operations of his geniugi 
and rigorously to try its products, such a man as Schiller cgald 
not fail in time to discover what was false in the principles by " 
which he tried them, nnd consequently, in the end, to retain 
the benefits of this procedure without its evils. There is doubt- 
less a purism in taste, a rigid fantastical demand of perfection, 
!i horror at approaching the limits of impropriety, which ob- 
structs the free impulse of the faculties, and if excessive, would 
altogether deaden them. But the excess on the other side is 
much more frequent, and, for high endowments, infinitely more 
pernicious. After the strongest efforts, there may be little 
realised ; without strong efforts, there must be little. That too. 
much care does hurt in any of our tasks is a doctrine so flatter- 
ing to indolence, that wc ought to receive it with extreme cau- 
tion. In works impressed with the stamp of true genius, their 
quality, not their extent, is what we value : a dull man may 
spend his lifetime writing little ; better so than writing much ; 
but a man of powerful mind is liable to no such danger. Of 
all our authors, Gray is perhaps the only one that from fasti- 
diousness of taste has written less than he should have done; 
there are thousands that have erred the other way. What 
would a Spanish reader give, had Lope de Vega composed a 
hundred limes as. little, and that little a hundred times as well ! 

Schiller's own ideas on these points appear to be sufficiently 
sound : they are sketched in the following extract of a letter, 
interesting also as a record of his purposes and intellectual 
condition at this period : 

' Criticism must now make good to me the damage she 

■ herself has done. And damaged me she most certainly has; 

■ for the boldness, the living glow which I felt before a rule 
' was known to nie, have for several years been wanting. I 
' now see myself create and foi-m : I watch the play of in- 
' spiration ; and my fancj-, knowing she is not without wi!- 

■ nesses of her movements, no longer moves mth equal frec- 

■ dom. 1 hope, however, ultimately to advance so far that art 
^^faU become a second iicltire, as poUs\\e4 t 



SCyifcLER AT JENA. 



nerfree- 



• well-bred mep>.'triEn ImaginBiion will regain her former 

* dom, and siIlieDi? to none but voluntary limi 

Sehi'Jef's'.subaequecl writings are the best proof Itial in 
the^e f lijvcl^tiDns he had not miscalculated. 

*._ iTf? historical and critical studies, in which he had been 
. so'^xtensively and seriously engaged, could not remain without 
, 'effect on Schiller's general intellectual character. He had spent 
•'five active years in studies directed almost solely to ihe under- 
standing, or chefacuhies connected with it; and such industry 
united to such ardour had produced an immi 
ideas, History had furnished him with pictures of n 
and events, of strange conjunctures and conditions oi exist- 
ence ; it had given him more minute and truer conceptions of 
human nature in its many forms, new and more accurate opin- 
ions on the character and end of man. The domain of his 
mind was both enlarged and enlightened ; a muhiludc of till- 
ages and detached facts and perceptions had been laid up in 
his memory; and his iniellec! was at once enriched by ac- 
quired thoughts, and strengthened by increased exercise 00 a 
wider circle of knowledge, 

But to understand was not enough for Schiller ; (here ware 
in him faculties which this could not employ, and therefore 
could not satisfy. The primary vocation of his nature was 
poetry: the acquisitions ofhis other faculties served but as the 
materials for his poetic faculty to act upon, and seemed im- 
perfect till they had been sublimated into the pure and perfect 
forms of beauty, which it is the business of this to elicit from 
them. New thoughts gave birth to new feelings : and both 
of these he was now called upon to body forth, to represent by 
visible types, to animate and adorn with the magic of creative 
genius. The first youthful blaze of poetic ardour had long since 
passed away ; but this large increase of knowledge awakened 
it anew, refined by years and experience into a steadier and 
clearer flame. Vague shadows of unaccomplished excellence, 
gleams of ideal beauty, were now hovering fitfully across his 
mind : he longed to turn them into shape, and give thcnri a 
local habitation and a name. Ciiiicism, likewise, had exalted 
hi» notions of art ; the modern writers on subjects of taste, 
Aristotle, the ancient poets, he had lately studied ; he had 
eare/iiUy endeavoured to extract ihe ^rolVham. eacii, wb&ta 
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a.ma.lgamate their principles wiih his own : in choosing, he 
was now more difficult to satisfy. Minor poems had all along 
been partly occupying his attention ; but they yielded no space 
for the intensity of hia impulses, and the magnificent ideas 
that were rising in his fancy. Conscious of his strength, be 
dreaded not engaging with the highest species of his art: the 
' perusal of the Greek tragedians had given rise to some lale 
translations ;'' the perusal of Homer seems now to have sug- 
gested the idea of an epic poem. The hero whom he first con- 
templated was Gustavus Adolphus ; he afterwards changed to 
Frederick the Great of Prussia. 

Epic poems, since the time of the Epigoniad, and Leonidas, 
and especially since that of some more recent attempts, have 
with us hecome a mighty dull affair. That Schiller aimed at 
something infinitely higher than these faint and superannuated 
imitations, far higher than even Klopstock bas attained, will 
appear by the following extract from one of bis Idlers : 

' An epic poem in the eighteenth century should be quite 
' a different thing from such a poem in the childhood of the 
' world. And it is that very circumstance which attracts me 

■ so much towards this project. Out manners, the finest es- 
' sence of our philosophies, our politics, economy, arts, in short, 
' of all we know and do, would require to be introduced with- 

' out constraint, and interwoven in such a composition, to live ' 
' there in beautiful harmonious freedom, as(^ the branches of 
' Greek culture live and are made visible in Homer's M'a^ 
' Nor am 1 disinclined to invent a species of machinery for this 
' purpose ; being anxious to ftilfil, with hairsbreadth accuracy, 
' all the requisitions that are made of-epic poets, even on the 
' side of form. Besides, this machinery, which, in a subject 
' so modern, in an age so prosaic, appears to present the great- 
' est difficulty, might exalt the interest in a liigh degree, were 
' it suitably adapted to this same modern spirit. Crowds of ^ 
' confused ideas on this matter are rolling to and fro within 

■ my head ; something distinct will come out of them at last. 

' As for the sort of metre I would choose, this I think you 
' will hardly guess : no other than ottave rime. All the rest, 
' CKcept iambic, are become insufferable to me. And how beau- 
' lifuliy might the earnest and the lofty be made to play in these 

• The4» were a line version ofVjnipM^i'/fhigcalainAulidc. and a iff'* 
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' light fetlfrs I What allraclions migbl the epiem 

■ by Ihc ■ofi yiclding/orfff or this fine rhyme ! For, dteftdlfl 
' iniiil, not in name only, but in very deed, be capable of bdp{ I 
' /««f ,■ «f ihc I/iad was sung by the peasants of Greece^ u 

' ihc »(an&-u oSftrmAlem D^Hvertd are siill sung by the VcM- I 
' lian gondoliers. 

' The epoch of Frederick's life ihnt would fit roe b 

■ have caniidered also. I should wish to select some unbappr | 
' iltuntion I it would .illow mc to unfold his mind far v» 
' poetically. The chief nction should, if possible, be very a 
' pie, pen'I'^od will) no complicated circumstances, that the 1 
' whole might e.isily be comprehended at a glance, ihongb the 

' epitodex were never so numerous. In this respect there b 
' no belter model tli.in the lliaii.' 

Schiller did not execute, or even commence, the project h* 
liaa here so philosophically sketched : the constraints of Us 
present siiuiition, the greulness of ihc enterprise compared Trill 
the uncertainly of iti success, were sufficient to deter bim. Be- 
nldci, he felt that after all his wide excursions, the true home 
of hii genius was the Drama. t!ie department where its powers 
lud Arsl been tried, and were now by habit or nature best 
qufllified to act. To the Dram:i lie accordingly returned. The 
Hillary ef the Thirty-Years War had once suggested tbe idea 
of GUKtaviis Adolphus as the hero of an epic poem ; the same 
work afforded him n subject for a tragedy ; he now decided on 
beginning Wallemhin. In this undertaking it was no easy task 
ihut he contemplated 1 a common play did not now comprise 
Ills aim ; lie iccnilrcd some magnificent and comprehensive ob- 
ject, in which he could expend to advantage the new poetical 
and intellectual treasures which he had for years been amass- 
ing : something that should at once exemplify his enlarged 
ideas of art, and give room and shape to his fiesh stores of 
knowledge and sentiment, As he studied the history of Wal- 
* lenstein, and viewed its capabilities on every side, new ideas 
gathered round it : the subject grew in magnitude, and often 
changed in form. His progress in actual composition was, of 
course, irregular and small. Yet the difficulties of the subject, 
increasing with his own wider, more ambitious conceptions, did 
not abate his diligence : WallemUin, with many interruptions 
and many alterations, sometimes statianatv. somcvvroc^ tesxo- 
grade, continued on the whole, thoug\v aVo-w^l. vo aAviivtc. 
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This was for several years bis cbosen occupation, the task 
to which he consecrated his brightest hours, and the finest part 
of his faculties. For humbkr employments, demanding rather 
industry than inspiration, there still remained abundant leisure, 
of which it was inconsistent with his habits to waste a single 
hour. His occasional labours, accordingly, were numerous, 
varied, and sometimes of considerable extent. In the end of 

92, a new object seemed to call for his attention ; he once 
about this time seriously meditated mingling in politics. The 
French Revolution had from the first afFecled him with no or- 
dinary hopes ; which, however, the course of events, particu- 
larly the imprisonment of Lnuis, were now fast converting into 
fears. For the ill-fated monarch, and the cause of freedom, 
which seemed threatened with disgrace in the treatment lie was 
likely to receive, Schiller fe!t so deeply interested, that he had 
determined, in his case a determination not without its risks, 
o address an appeal on these subjects to the French people 
and the world at large. The voice of reason advocating liberty 
as well AS order might still, he conceived, make a salutary im- 
pression in this period of terror and delusion ; the voice of a 
distinguished man would at iirst sound like the voice of the 
nation, which he seemed to represent. Schiller was inquiring 
for a proper French translator, and revolving in his mind the 
various arguments that might be used, and Ihe comparative 
propriety of using or forbearing to use them ; but the progress 
of things superseded the necessity of such deliberation. In a 

' months, Louis perished on Ihe scaffold ; (he Bourbon family 
were murdered, or scattered over Europe ; and the French go- 

riiment was changed into a frightful chaos, amid the tumultu- 

s and bloody horrors of which, calm truth had no longer a 

ance to be heard. Schiller turned away from these repulsive 
and appalling scenes, into other region^ where his heart was 

■re familiar, and his powers more likely to produce effect. 
The French Revolution had distressed and shocked him ; but 

iid not lessen his attachment to liberty, the name of which 
had been so desecrated in its wild convulsions. Perhaps in his 
subsequent writings we can trace a more respectful feeling to- 
wards old establishments ; more reverence for the majesty of 
Custom ; and with an equal leal, a weaVeT te'C&'wv'VN.'re-"*^! ijt:^- 
fectibilily: changes indeed which ate vUe cowv■rao^^'"^^^'^'*"^^*■''^ 
themselves, in ivhafever ago or dimale olttve-^ot^^ °'*'' '^^^^ 
may be galbcrcd. 
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sown discord among literary men ; Scliiiler and Gnethe, asso- 
ciating together, had provoked ill-will from a host of persons, 
who felt the jusriee of such mutual preference, but liked not 
the inferences to be drawn from it ; and eyed this intellectual 
duumvirate, however meek in ihe discharge of its functions and 
the wearing of its honours, with jealousy and discontent. 

The cavilling of these people, awkwardly contrasted with 
their personal absurdity and. insipidity, at length provoked the 
serious notice of the two illustrious associates : the result was 
this German Dunciad ; a production of which the plan was, 
that it should comprise an immense multitude of detached 
couplets, each conveying a complete thought within itself, and 
furnished by one of the joint operators. The subjects were of 
unlimited variety; 'the most,' as Schiller says, 'were wild 
' satire, glancing at writers and writings, intermixed with here 
' and there a flash of poeticai or philosophic thought.' It was 
at first intended to provide about a thousand of these pointed 
' monodistichs ; unity in such a work appearing to consist in a 
I certain boundlessness of stie, which should hide the hetero- 
geneous nature of the individual parts : the whole were then 
to be arranged and elaborated, till they had acquired the pro- 
per degree of consistency and symmetry ; each sacrificing some- 
thing of its own peculiar spirit to preserve the spirit of the 
rest. This number never was completed ; and, Goelhe being 
now busy with his Wiihtlin Mtister, the project of completing 
it was at length renounced ; and the Xenien were published as 
unconnected particles, not pretending to constitute a whole. 
Enough appeared to create unbounded commotion among the 
I parties implicated : the Xenien were exclaimed against, abused, 
' and replied to, on all hands ; hut as they declared war not on 
persons but on actions : not against Gleim, Nicoiai, Manso, 
but against bad taste, dulness, and alTectalion, nothing crimi- 
nal could be sufficiently made out against them.'^ The Mu- 
un-Almanach, where they appeared in 1797, continued to be 
published till the time of Schiller's leaving Jena: X\\e Herm 
ceased some months before. 

The cooperation of Goelhe, which Schiller had ohtained so 
readily in these pursuits, was of singular use to him in manv 

\ " This IS bat a lame account qI (be fM-!»niei Xwiei ■otA.'C™ 

I See more of the maiter in Frani Hoth's Patsic iinS B.k 4l5<"»"*' 
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oihi'r». Both poiscsiinjj minds of the first order, yet c 
strucicd nnii trained in tht^ most opposite modes, each had ti 
that was valuable lo learn of tlic other, nnd suggest |i 
Cultivating difTcrctit kinds or cKcellence, they could j 
admit each olhcr'» merii ; connected by rniitual services, i 
now by nnromiinity of literary interests, few unkindly feelings 
eould have place between ihctn. For a man of high qualities, 
it t» rare to find n meet companion ; painful and injurious to 
want one. Solitude exasperates or deadens the heart, perveiU 
or enervates the fnculiics ; (association with inferiors leads to 
tlagmatism in thought, nnd setf-will even in affections, Rous- 
Kcau never should have lived In the Val de Moncmorenci ; it bad 
been good for Warburton that Iliird had not existed; forjohi^ 
«on never to have knoivn BoswcU or Davies. From sucli evib 
Schiller and (Joethe were delivered ; their Intimacy seems to 
have been cqnal, frank and cardial ; from the contrasts and 
the endowments of their minds, it must have had peculiar 
charBBj In Ills critical theories, Schiller had derived much 
profit from commiinieBtins with an intellect as excursive at his 
own, but for cooler nnd more sceptical ; as he lopped off fro 
hit cr<>ed the excrescences of Kantism. Goethe and he, on c 
paring their ideas, often found in them a striking similarid 
more striking and more gratifying, when it was considered E 
what diverse premises these harmonious conclusions had be| 
drawn, On such subjects they often corresponded when abset 
and conversed when together. 'I'hey were in the habit of p 
ing long visits to each other's houses ; frequently ihey tisedl 
travel in conipnny between Jena and Weimar. ' At Triesnifl 
' ,1 couple of English miles from Jena, Goethe and he," we a 
told, ' might sometimes be observed sitting at table, beneal 
•the shade of a spreading tree; talking, and looking at t 
' current of passengers.'— There are some who would hav| 
' travelled fifty miles on foot' to join the party ! 

Besides (his intercourse with Goethe, he was happy in J 
kindly connexion with many other estimable men, both ii 
iiry and in active life. Dalberg, at a distance, was to the 1? 
hit Iriend and warmest admirer. At Jena, he had Schiitz, 
Hufland, Reinhold. Wilhelm von Humboldt, also, brother «| 
the celebrnicd iravclier, had come thither about this 
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to divide his attention with Goethe. And what to liis afTection- 
ate heart must have been the most grateful circumstance of all, 
his aged parents were yet living to participate in the splendid 
fortune pf the son whom they had once lamented and despaired 
of, but never ceased to love. In 1 793 he paid them a visit in 
Swabia, and passed nine cheerful months among the scenes 
dearest to his recollection ; enjoying the kindness of those un- 
alterable friends ivhom Nature had given him ; and the ad- 
miring deference of those by whom it was most delightful to be 
honoured, — those who had known him in adverse and humbler 
circumstances, whether they miglit have respected or contemned 
him, By the Grand Dute, his ancient censor and patron, he 
was not interfered with; that prince, in answer to a previous 
application on the subject, having indirectly engaged to Cake 
no notice of this journey. The Grand Duke had already in- 
terfered too much with him, and bitterly repented of his inter- 
ference. Next year he died; an event which Schiller, who had 
long forgotten past ill-treatment, did not leam without true 
sorrow, and grateful recollections of bygone kindness. The 
new sovereign, anxious to repair the injustice of his predeces- 
sor, almost instantly made offer of a vacant Tiibingen profes- 
sorship to Schiller ; a proposal flattering to the latter, but which, 
by the persuasion of the Duke of Weimar, he respectfully 
declined. 

Amid labours and amusements so multiplied, amid such 
variety of intellectual exertion and of intercourse with men, 
Schiller, it was clear, had not suffered the encroachments of 
bodily disease to undermine the vigour of his mental or moral 
powers. No period of his life displayed in stronger colours the 
lofty and determined zeal of his character. He had already 
written much; his fame stood upon a firm basis; domestic 
wants no longer called ujjon him for incessant effort ; and his 
frame was pining under the slow canker of an incurable 
malady. Yet he never loitered, never rested; his fervid spirit, 
which had vanquished opposition and oppression in his youth; 
which had struggled against harassing uncertainties, and passed 
unsullied through many temptations, in his earlier manhood, 
did not now yield to this last and most fata! enemy. The pre- 
sent was the busiest, most productive season ol'oii \v\jeta.'c-i\-5.'t- 
and with all its drawbacks, it was pidbstoX-j ^leV'a.'??^*^^'^-^^' 
mjeat attacks from his disorder vjerc oS imc ciccM«cwcf, 
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,t influence, the dark vapours with which it would 
overshadowed the faculties of his head and heart, were repelled 
by diligence and a courageous exertion of his will, In other 
points, he had little to complain of, and much to rejoice in, 
He was happy in his family, ihc chosen scene of his aweetesl, 
most lasting satisfaction : by the world he was honoured and 
admired; his wants were provided for; he had tasks which in- 
spired and occupied hlni ; friends who loved bim, and whom 
he loved, Schiller had much to enjoy, and roost of it he owed 
to himself, 

la his mode of life at Jena, simplicity and unifarmity were 
the most conspicuous qitalities ; the single excess which he ad- 
mitted being that of 2eal in the pursuits of literature, the sin 
which all his life had most easily beset him. ^is beahh had 
suffered much, and principally, it ivas thought, irom the prac- 
tice of composing by night : yet the charms of this practice 
were still too great for his self-denia l; an d, except in stvcre fits 
of sickness, he could not discontinue' ifj The highest, proudest 
pleasure of his mind was that glow of intellectual production, 
that ' fine freniy," which makes the poet, while it lasts, a new 
and nobler creature: exalting him into brighter regions, adorned 
by visions of magnificence and beauty, and delighting all his 
faculties by the ratense consciousness of their exerted power. 
To enjoy this pleasure in perfection, the solitary stillness of 
night, disusing its solemn influence over thought as well as 
earth and air, had at length in Schiller's case grown indispens- 
able. For this purpose, accordingly, he was accustomed, in 
the present, as in former periods, to invert the common order 
of things ; by day he read, refreshed himself with the aspect of 
nature, conversed or corresponded with his friends; but he 
wrote and studied is the night, ^nd as his bodily feelings were 
too often those of languor and exhaustion, he adopted, in im- 
. patience of such mean impediments, the pernicious expedient 
of stimulants, which yield a momentary strength, only to waste 
our remaining fund of it more speedily and surfl^ 

' During summer, his place of study was in a garden, which 
' at length he purchased, in the suburbs of Jena, not far from 
' the Weselhofts' house, where at that time was the office of 
' the Altgemeini Litteralur- Ztilung. Reckoning from the 
' market-place of Jena, it lies on the south-west border of the 
' town, between the Engelgatter aT\d vVe tlw\.hot, S.a * \i>i\kiv 
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defile, through ivbich a part of tlie Leulrabach flows round 
the city. On the top of the acclivity, from which there la a 
beautiful prospect into the valley of the Saal, and the fir 
mountains of the neighbouring forest, Schiller built himself a 
small house, with a single chamber.'* It was his favourite 
abode during hours of composition; a great part of the works 
he then wrote were written bere. In winter he likewise dwelt 
apart from the noise of men; in the Griesbachs' house, on 
the outside of the city-trench. * * *0n sitting down to his 
desk at night, he was wont to keep some strong coffee, or 
wine-chocolate, but more frequently a flask of old Rhenish, or 
Champagne, standing by him, that he might from time to lime 
repair the exhaustion of nature. Often the neighbours used 
to hear him earnestly declaiming, in the silence of the night: 
and whoever had an opportunity of watching him on such 
occasions, a thing very easy to be done from the heights lying 
opposite his little garden-house, on the other side of the dell, 
might see him now speaking aloud and walking swiftly to and 
fro in his chamber, then suddenly throiving himself down into 
his chair and writing ; and drinking the while, sometimes 
more than once, from the glass standing near him. In winter 
he was to be found at his desk till four, or even five o'clock 
in the morning ; in summer, till towards three^ He then went 
to bed, from which he seldom rose till nine or ten,"'* 

Had prudence been the dominant quality in Schiller's cha- 
racter, this practice would undoubtedly have been abandoned, 
or rather never taken up. It was an error so to waste his 
strength ; but one ol those which increase rather than diminish 
our respect; originating, as it did, in generous ardour for what 
was best and grandest, they must be !o!d censurers that can 
condemn it harshly. For ourselves, we but lament and honour 
this excess of zeal ; its effects were mournful, but its origin was 
noble. Who can picture Schiller's feelings in this solitude, 
without participating in some faint reflection of their grandeur! 
The toil-worn but devoted soul, alone, under the silent starry 
canopy of Night, oflering up the troubled moments of existence 
on the altar of Etemityl For here the splendour that gleamed 
across the spirit of a mortal, transient as one of us, was made 
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Ue be pci[icua1; these in^agcs and iliuuj^hts wei 
BmHct itgea Mill ditUnt lands; to glow in human beaftt^ « 
■tb« licaii iluii conceived them had long been mouldcied im I 
■camnion duirf. To the lovers of genius, this liitle gtrdeihboiae I 
KlB'K'it have been a pkce to visil as a chosen shrine; nwvil 
Mher learn wliboul regret that the walls o( it, yielding ta iht 
Klund of limir, have already cnimbled into ruin, and are an 
hw longer to be traced. The piece of ground ihat it stood n 
lit IlieK batlowcd with a glory that is bright, pure and atudii^; 
■twt the literary pilgrim could not have surveyed. «rithaot pec» 
I liar emotion, llic ainiple chamber, in which Schiller wrote ibt 
P X^ieA dtr Sckatltn, ihe Spaxierga»g, the liUai. and the inunar- 
tal tcenet of WalltntUin. 

The loit-named work had cost him many an anxious, given 
him many ti pleasant, hour. For seven years it had conttmied 
In a •late of irrc-Knlar, and oft-suspended progress ; sometimes 
L' lying endlcti nad formless' before him; sometimes on tbe 
B^int of being given up altugethcr. The multitude of ideas, 
Krhich he wished to incorporate in the structure of the piece, 
KTCUrded him ; and the diflicitlty of contenting his taste; re- 
npecimg (he manner of effecting this, retarded him still more. 
■Jn Wallemltin he wished to embody the more enlarged notions 
Kjrhich experience hnri given him of men, especially which his- 
wtory had given him of generals and statesmen ; and while put- 
■tlng mich characters in action, to represent whatever was, or 
Mould be made, poetical, in the stormy period of the Thirty- 
BTcars War. As he meditated on the subject, it continued to 
MXpaild ; in hi* fancy, it assumed successively a thousand 
librini ; and after all due strictness of selection, such was still 
Wtoit extent of materials •remaining on his hands, that be found 
Ht necctaary to diviiie the play into three parts, distinct in their 
Mrrangements, but in truth forming a continuous drama of 
uleven acts. In this sliape it was sent forth to the world, ia 
V799 : a work of labour and persevering anxiety, but of anxiety 
Bjuid labour, as it then appeared, which had not been bestowed 
Bti vain. WaUensUiti is by far the best performance he had 
b« produced ; it merits a long chapter of criticism by itself; 
Mnd a few hurried pages are all that we czxi spend on it. 

■ As a porch to the great edifice stands Part first, entitled 
^^alUnsleiu' s Camp, a piece in one act. It paints, with much 
Humour and graphical felicity, the manners of that rude tumul- 
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tuoiis host which Wallenstein presided over, and had made ihc 
engine of his ambitious schemes. Schiller's early experience 
of a. military life seems now to have stood him in good stead ; 
his soldiers are delineated with the distinctness of actual ob- 
servation ; in nigged sharpness of feature, they sometimes re- 
mind us of Smollett's seamen. Here are all the wild lawless 
spirits of Europe assembled within the ciicuit of a single trench. 
Violent, tempestuous, unstable is the life they lead. Ishraael- 
ites, th^ir hands against every man, and every man's hand 
against them ; the instruments of rapine ; tarnished with almost 
every vice, and knowing scarcely any virtue but those of reck- 
less bravery and uncalculating obedience to their leader, their 
sitviation still presents some aspects which affect or amuse us ; 
and these the poet has seized with his accustomed skill. Much 
of the cruelty and repulsive harshness of these soldiers, we are 
taught to forget in contemplating their forlorn houseless wan- 
derings, and the practical magnanimity, with which even they 
contrive to wring from Fortune a tolerable scantling of enjoy- 
ment. Their manner of existence Wallenstein has, at an after 
period of the action, rather movingly expressed : 

'Our life was but a balUe and a marcli. 
And, like the wind's blast, ncvtr-resling, homeless, 
We slomi'd across Ihe war convulsed Earth, ' 

Stillfarther toaoften theasperities ofthescene, thedialogue 
is cast into a.rude Hudibrastic metre, full of forced rhymes, 
and strange double-endings, with a rhythm ever changing, ever 
rough and lively, which might almost be compared to the hard, 
irregular, fluctuating sound of the regimental drum. In this 
ludicrous doggrel, with phrases and figures of a correspondent 
cast, homely, ridiculous, graphic, these men of service paint 
their hopes and doings. There are ranks and kinds among 
them ; representatives of all the constituent parts of the motley 
multitude, which followed this prince of Condoitieri. The solemn 
pedantry of the ancient Wachtnieister is faithfully given ; no 
less so are the jocund ferocity and heedless daring of Holky's 
Jagers, or the iron courage and stern camp-philosophy of Pap- 
penheim's Cuirassiers. Of the Jager the sole principle is mili- 
tary obedience ; he does not reflect or calculate ; his business 
is to do whatever he is ordered, and to enjoy v Lilcver he can 
reach. ' Free wished 1 to live,' he says, 
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* Free wished I to live, and easy and gay, 
And see something new on each new day ; 
In the joys of the moment lustily sharing, 

'Bout the past or the future not thinking or caring : 

To the Kaiser, therefore, I sold my bacon, 

And by him good charge of the whole is taken. 

Order me on 'mid the whistling fiery shot. 

Over the Rhine-stream rapid and roaring wide, 

A third of the troop must go to pot, — 

Without loss of time, I mount and ride ; ^ 

But farther, I beg very much, do you see, 

That in all things else you would leave me free. * 

The Pappenheimer is an older man, more sedate and mort 
indomitable ; he has wandered over Europe, and gathered ^t- 
tled maxims of soldierly principle and soldierly privilege : he 
is not without a rationale of life ; the various professions of men 
have passed in review before him, but no coat that he has seen 
has pleased him like his own * steel doublet,' cased in which, it 
is his wish, 

* Looking down on the world's poor restless scramble, 
Careless, through it, astride of his nag to ramble.' 

Yet at times with this military stoicism there is blended a dash 
of homely pathos ; he admits, 

* This sword of ours is no plough or spade, 
You cannot delve or reap with the iron blade ; 
For us there falls no seed, no corn-field grows. 
Neither home nor kindred the soldier knows : 
Wandering over the face of the earth. 
Warming his hands at another's hearth : 

From the pomp of towns he must onward roam ; 
In the village-green with its cheerful game. 
In the mirth of the vintage or harvest -home, 
No part or lot can the soldier claim. 
Tell me then, in the place of goods or pelf, 
What has he unless to honour himself? 
Leave not even this his o\\ti, what wonder 
The man should burn and kill and plunder ?' 

But the camp of Wallenstein is full of bustle as well as 
speculation ; there are gamblers, peasants, sutlers, soldiers, re- 
cruits, capuchin friars, moving to and fro in restless pursuit of 
their several purposes. The sermon of the Capuchin is anunpar- 
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aJleled composition;^* a medley of lexis, puns, niclcnames, nnd 
verbal logic, conglutinated by a stupid judgment, and a fiery 
catholic zeal. It seems to be delivered with great unclion. and 
to find fit audience in the camp : towards the conclusion they 
rush npon him, and he aanavily escapes killing or ducJiing, for 
having ventured to glance a censure at the Genera!. The sol- 
diers themselves are jeering, wrangling, jostling ; discussing 
their wishes and expectations ; and, at last, they combine in a 
profound deliberation on the state of their affairs. A vague 
exaggerated outline of the corning events and personages is 
imaged to us in their coarse conceptions. We dimly discover 
the precarious position of Wallenstein; the plots which threaten 
him, which he is meditating : we trace the leading qualities of 
the principal officers ; and form a high estimate of the potent 
spirit which binds this fierce discordant mass together, arid 
seems to be the object of universal reverence where nothing 
else is revered. 

In the Two Piccolomini, the next division of the wort, the 
generals for whom we have thus been prepared appear in per- 
son on the scene, and spread out before us their plots and coun- 
terplots ; Wallenstein, through personal ambition and evil 
counsel, slowly resolving to revolt ; and Octavio Piccolomini, 
in secret, undermining his influence among the leaders, and pre- 
paring for him that pit of rutn, into which, in the third Part, 
WalUnsiem's Death, we see him sink with all his fortunes. 
The military spirit which pervades the former piece is here well ' 
sustained. The ruling motives of these captains and colonels 
are a little more refined, or more disguised, than those of the 
Cuirassiers and Jagers ; but they are the same in substance ; 
the love of present Ot future pleasure, of action, reputation, 
iQOBey, power ; selfishness, but selfishness distinguished by a 
superficial external propriety, and gilded over with the splend- 
our of military honour, of courage inflexible, yet light, cool and 
unassuming. These are not imaginary heroes, but genuine 
hired men of war : we do not love them ; yet there is a pomp 
about their operations, which agreeably fiUs up the scene. 

'^ Said lo be by Goelhe; the materials faithfully eWracred from a real 
MrniQn [by Ihejesuit Sania Clara) of Hie period il refers lo.-Thcre weTC 
Variou9j«aits^Ui Clara, of Ilmt period: this is the GirinoR one, Abraham 
by n&nie: speoimens of whose Scttooiis, b fervanl kind of preach ing-run- 
mad, have been reprmied in late years, for diletlanle puieQws, l^Noti ol 
>84S) 
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This din of war, ihis clash of tumulluous conllicling iotcd 
is fdt ns a suitable accompaniment to the affecting or J 
■nauding movements of ihe chief characters whom it t 
or obeys. 

Of the individuals that figure in this world of war, \VS _ 
lenstein himself, the strong Atlas which supports it all, is bf 
far the most imposing. Wallenstcin is the model of a 
BOulcd, great, accomplished man, whose ruling passion is am- 
bition, He is daring to the utmost pitch of manhood ; be is 
enthusiastic and vehement ; but the fire of his soul burns hM 
beneath a deep stratum of prudence, guiding itself by calcala- 
tions which extend to the extreme limits of his 
concerns. This prudence, somelimes almost bordering on if- 
resolution, forms the outward rind of his character, and fw a 
while is the only quality which wc discover in it. The im 
influence which his genius appears to exert on every indiridusi 
of his many followers, prepares us lo expect a great n 
when Wallcnstein, after long delay and much forewarning, is 
in fine presented to us, we at first experience something hke a 
disappointment. We find him, indeed, possessed of a staid 
grandeur ; yet involved in mystery ; wavering between two 
opinions : and, as it seems, with ail his wisdom, blindly credu- 
lous in matters of the highest import. It is only when events 
,liave forced decision on him, that he rises in his native might, 
his giant spirit stands unfolded in its strength before us; 
'Night must i( be. ere Fricri land's star will beam :' 

amid diflicuhies, darkness and impending ruin, at which the 
boldest of his followers grow pale, he himself is calm, and first 
in this awful crisis feels the serenity and conscious strength of 
his soul return. Wallenstein, in fact, though preeminent in 
power, both external and internal, of high intellect and com- 
manding will, skilled In war and statesmanship beyond the best 
in Europe, the idol of sixty thousand fearless hearts, is not yet 
jreinoved above our sympathy. We are united with him by 
■clings which he reckons weak, though they belong to the most 
erous parts of his nature. His indecision partly takes its 
in the sensibilities of his heart, as well as in the caution of 
judgment ; his belief in astrology, which gives force and 
firmation to this tendency, originates in some soft kindly 
imoiions, and adds a new interest to the spirit of the ' 
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iubject, before those mys- 



humbles him, to whom the 
terious Powers which weigh the destin 
arce, in whose eyes the greatest and the least of mortals scarcely 
differ in littleness. Wallenstein's confidence in the friend- 
ship of Octavio, his disinterested love for Max Piccoloniini, 
his paternal and brotherly kindness, are feelings which cast an 
affecting lustre over the harsher, more heroic qualities where- 
with they are combined. His treason to the Emperor is a 
crime, for which, provoked and tempted as he was, we do not 
greatly blame him ; it is forgotten in our admiration of his 
nobleness, or recollected only as a venial trespass. Schiller 
has succeeded well with Wallenstein, where it was not easy to 
succeed, The truth of history has been but little violated ; yet 
we are compelled to feel that Wallenstein, whose actions indi- 
vidually are trifling, unsuccessful, and unlawful, is a strong, 
sublime, commanding character ; we look at him with inter- 
est, our concern at his fate is tinged with a shade of kindly 
pity. 

In Octavio Piccolomini, his war-companion, we can find less 
fault, yet we take less pleasure, Octavio's qualities are chiefly 
negative ; he rather walks by the letter of the moral law, than 
by its spirit ; his conduct is externally correct, but there is no 
touch of generosity within. He is more of the courtier than of 
the soldier ; his weapon is intrigue, not force. Behoving firmly 
that 'whatever is, is best,' he distrusts all new and extraor- ■ 
dinary things ; he has no faith in human nature, and seems to 
be virtuous himself more by calculation than by impulse. We 
scarcely thank him for his loyally ; serving his Emperor, he 
ruins and betrays his friend: and, besides, though he does not 
own it, personal ambition is among his leading motives ; he 
wishes to be general and prince, and Wallenstein is not only a 
traitor to his sovereign, but a bar to this advancement. It is 
true. Octavio does not personally tempt him towards his de- 
struction ; but neither does he warn him from it ; and perhaps 
he knew that fresh temptation was superfluous. Wallenstein 
did not deseri'e such treatment from a man whom he had 
trusted as a brother, even though such confidence was bliud, 
and guided by visions and starry omens. Octavio is a skilful, 
prudent, managing statesman; of the kind praised loudly, if 
not sincerely, by their friends, and detested deeply by their 
His object may be lawful ov «vcft.\wi4a^\>i-,\K&\i ■ 
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ways are crooked ; we dislike him but the more ttuU wnfe 
not positii-i:l>' how to l>laine him. 

Octavio Piccolomini and Wallcnstcin arc, as it we 
Iwo opposing forces by which this whole univcne of □ 
poliiici it kept in motion. The strugKlc uf ms^piaaimity ■ 
strength combined with treason, against cunning and *p] 
virtue, aided by law, gives rise to a series of great actions, w 
are here vividly presented to our view. We mingle it 
iR\l interests ot these men of war; we see them at their g 
ous festivals and stormy consultations, and participate u 
hopes or fears that agitate them. The subject had many a 
biliiies ; and Schiller has turned them nil to proHt. Our n 
are kept alert by a constant succession of animating s 
spectacle, dialogue, incidetit : the plot thickens and darke^ 
.-IS we advance ; the intcrcit deepens and deepens to the 
end. 

Qut among the tumult* of this busy muhitude, then 
two forms of celestial beauty that solicit our attention, and w 
destiny, involved with that ot those around them, gives i 
importance in our eyes which it could not otherwise have b 
Max Piccolomini, Octavio's son, and Thekia, the daughlerd 
Wallenstein, diffuse an ethereal radiance over all this ti 
they call forth the finest feelings of the heart, where otherfc 
ings had already been aroused : they superadd to the stln ' 
pompof scenes, which had already kindled our imaginations, I 
enthusiasm of bright unworn humanity, 'the bloom ofyoii 
desire, the purple light of love.' The history of Max i 
Thekia is not a rare one in poeirj-; but Schiller has treated ■ 
with a skill which is extremely rare. Both of them are repti 
seated as combining every excellence ; their afTection is i 
siantaneouB and unbounded ; yet the coolest, most sceptia 
reader is forced to admire them, and believe in them. 
Of Max we are taught from the first to form the 
expectations : the common soldiers and their captains >p( 
of him as of a perfect hero ; the Cuirassiers had, at Papp« 
helm's death, on the field of Liiiien, appointed him their c 
nel by unanimous election. His appearance ; 
ideas: Max is the very spirit of honour, and integrity, ) 
^JiQung ardour, personified. Though but passing inlQ laa 
^ftJK, he has already seen and suffeted muc\\-, ^juX-i-Ve e 
^Kr of the man has not yet deadened ot d^Wed'-Ve e^i.'Cn 
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of tbe boy. He has lived, since his very childhood, constantly 
amid the dang of war, and with few ideas but those orcamps ; 
yet here, by a native instinct, his heart has attracted to it all . 
that was noble and graceful in the trade of arms, rejecting all 
that was repulsive or ferocious. He loves WaUeustein his 
patron, his gallant and majestic leader; he loves his present 
way of life, because it is one of peril and excitement, because 
he knows no other, but chiefly because his young unsullied 
spirit can shed a resplendent beauty o 
region in the destiny of man. Yet though a soldier, and the 
bravest of soldiers, he is not tliis alone. He feels that there 
are fairer scenes in life, which these scenes of havoc and dis- 
tress but deform or destroy ; his first acquaintance wth the 
Princess Thekla unveils to bitii another world, which till then 
he had not dreamed of; a land of peace and serene elysian 
felicity, the charms of which he paints with simple and u 
vailed eloquence. Maic is not more daring than affectionate ; 
he is merciful and gentle, tiiough his training has been under 
tents ; modest and altogether unpretending, though young and 
universally admired. We conceive his aspect to be thoughtful 
but fervid, dauntless but mild: he is the very poetry of war, 
the essence of a youthful hero. We should have loved him any- 
where ; but here, amid barren scenes of strife and danger, he 
is doubly dear to us. 

His first appearance wins our favour ; his eloquence in sen- 
timent prepares us to expect no common magnanimity inaction. 
it is as follows: Octavia tLnd QuesttHberg axe consulting on 
affairs of state; Max enters: he is just returned from convoy- 
ing the Princess Thekia and her mother, the daughter and the 
wile of Friedland, to the camp at Pilsen. 

Act I. Scene IV. 

Max PlCCOLOMlNI, OctAVIO PICCOLOMINI, QUKSTENBggO. 

Max. 'Tis he himself ! Myfnlhw, wdcome, wekoinel 
\He tnitiraas him . on turriiag re ' ' ' " 

b^rg, aJtd drouii coldly back. 
BuMcd, I perceive ? 1 will not interrupt ynu. 

Oct. How now, Mai? View this Stronger better I 
% c^ SAe^d deserves regard and Idtvdixe^ ; 
'''^"* ' jpenger should be rave^4j 



I20 SCHILLER AT JENA. fmH 

Max. [(/n'/y] VonQuestenhergl If it is good that brings joi 
To our head -quarters, welcome! 

Quest. [Aas taken his hand] Nay, draw not 
Your hand away, Count Piccolomini ! 
Not on mine own account alone I grasp it. 
And nothing common will I .say therewith. 

Octa\io, Max, Piccolomini ! [ Taking both their haxi 

Names of benignant solemn import ! Never 
Can Austria's fortune fail while two such stars. 
To guide and gu.inl her, gleam above our hosts. 

Max. You play it wrong, Sir Minister! To praise, 
I wot, you come not hither ; to blame and censure 
You are come. Let me be no exception. 

Oct. [to Ma.v.] He comes from Court, where every one is no 
So well contented with the Duke as here. 

Max. And what new fault have they to charge him with? 
That he alone decides what he alone 
Can understand? Well! Should it not be so? 
It should and must ! This man was never made 
To ply and mould himself like wax to others : 
It goes against his heart ; he cannot do it. 
He has the spirit of a ruler, and 
The station of a ruler. Well for us 
It is so ! Few can rule themselves, can use 
Their wisdom wisely : happy for the whole 
Where there is one among them that can be 
A centre and a hold for many thousands ; 
That can plant himself like a firm column, 
For the whole to lean on safely ! Such a one 
Is Wallenstein ; some other man might better 
Serve the Court, none else could serve the Army. 

Quest. The Army, truly ! 

Max. And it is a pleasure 

To behold how all awakes and strengthens 
And revives around him ; how men's faculties 
Come forth ; their gifts grow plain* to themselves I 
From each he can elicit his endowment, 
His peculiar power ; and does it wisely ; 
Leaving each to be the man he found him. 
Watching only that he always be so • • 

I* th' proper place : and thus he makes the talents 
Of all mankind his own. 

Quest. No one denies hini 

Skill in men, and skill to use them. His fault is 
That in the ruler he forgets the setvaoox. 
As if he had been bom to be commatvdex. 

Max. And is he not? B7 Urt\v Vie \^ VoN^ve^ 
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With ill gifts Tor it, and with the farther gift 
Of Imding scope to use them ; a( acquiring 
For the ruler's faculties the ruler's office. 

Quest. So tlmt how far the rest of us have rights 
Or inflneuce, if any, lies witli Friedland? 

Max. He is no common person; he requires 
No common confidence ; allow him space i 
The proper limit lie himself will set. 

Quest. The trial shows it! 

Max. Ay! Tims it is with ihem I 

Still so '. All frights them (hat has any deplh ; 
Nowhere are tbeji at ease but in the shallows. 

Oct. {/d Quest] Let him have his way, my friend ! The argume 
Will not avail u.s. 

Max. They invoke the spirit 

I' th' hour of need, and shudder when he rises. 
The great, the wonderfiil, must be accomplished 
Like a thing of course! — In war, in battle, 
A moment is decisive ; on the spot 
■ Must be dctetmin'd, in the instant done. 
With ev'ry noble quality of nature 
The leader most be gifted : let him live, thei, 
la their noble sphere I The oracle within him, 
The livitig spirit, not dead books, old forms. 
Not mould'ring parchments must he lake to counsel. 

Oct. My Son I tiespisE not these old narrow forms! 
They are as barriers, precious walls and fences, 
Which oppressed mortals have erected 
To mod'rate the rash will of their oppressors 
For (he uncontrolled has ever been destructive. 
The way of Older, though it lead through windings, 
Is the besL Right forward goes the lightning 
And the cannon-ball : qnick, by the nearest path. 
They come, op'ning with murderous crash tiieir way. 
To blast and ruin I My Son! the quiet road 
Which men frequent, where peace and blessings tmvel. 
Follows the river's course, the valley's bendings; 
Modest skirts the comlield and the vineyani. 
Revering property's appointed bounds; 
And leading safe though slower to the iitark. 

Quest. 0. hear your FatJier! him who is ol once 
A hero and a man I 

Oct. It is the child 

O' th' camp that speaks in thee, m; &ot\\ ^ imx 
OfHlieen years has nursed and taaghV ftiee.-, ^eara 
, Thoa bast never seen. My Sen, ftieic is a ■m<iifti 
fl Ihe worth of w 
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The object is not war. The rapid deeds 

Of power, th' astounding wonders of the moment'^ 

It is not these that mini.ster to man 

Aught useful, aught benignant or enduring. 

In haste the wandering soldier comes, and builds 

With canvob his light town : here in a moment 

Is a rushing concourse ; markets open ; 

Roads and rivers crowd with merchandise 

And people; Traffic stirs his hundred arms. 

Ere long, sonic morning, look, — and it is gone I 

The tcnls arc struck, the host has marched away ; 

Dead as a churchyard lies the trampled seed-field. 

And wasted is the har\est of the year. 

• Max. O Father! that the Kaiser Tc^w/af make peace I 
The bloody laurel I would gladly change 
For the first violet Spring should offer us, 
The tiny pledge that Earth again was young! 

Oct. How's this ? What is it that affects thee so ? 

Max. Peace I have never seen ? Yes, I have seen it 1 
Ev'n now I come from it : my journey led me 
Through lands as yet unvisiled by war. 
O Father ! life has charms, of which we know not : 
We have but seen the barren coasts of life ; 
I.,ike some wild roving crew of lawless pirates, 
Who, crowded in their narrow noisome ship. 
Upon the rude sea, with rude manners dwell; 
Naught of the fair land knowing but the bays, 
Where they may risk their hurried thievish landing. 
Of the loveliness that, in its peaceful dales, 
The land conceals — O Father ! — O, of this, 
In our wild voyage we have seen no glimpse. 

Oct. [gives increased attention\ 
And did this journey show thee much of it ? 

Max. 'Twas the first holiday of my existence. 
Tell me, where's the end of all this labour, 
This grinding labour that has stolen my youth. 
And left my heart uncheer'd and void, my spirit 
Uncultivated as a wilderness? 
This camp's unceasing din ; the neighing steeds ; 
The trumpet's clang; the never-changing round 
Of service, discipline, parade, give nothing 
To the heart, the heart that longs for nourishment. 
There is no soul in this insipid bus'ness ; 
Life has another fate and other joys. 

Oct. Much hast thou leam'd, my Son, in this sS^ott ^ovaraK^ \ 

Max. O blessed bright day, wYietv a\. \a.s\. \.\ve ^o\^\«^ 
Shall turn hack to life, and be again a maxi\ 
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TbTough th' merry lines the coloun ue unfiiii'd, 
And homeward beals tbe Uirilling soft peace-march i 
All hals one] helmets deckM M*iEh lealy sprays. 
The last spoil of the fields! The cily's gales 
Fly np; now needs not the petsrd to burst them; 
The n-alls arc crowded with rejoicing people ; 
Their shouts ring through the air : from eveij tones 
Blithe bells are pealing forth the merry vesper 
Of that bloody daj-. From to^vn and hamlet 
Flow the jocund thimsands ; with their hearty 
Kind impetuosity our march impeding. 
The old man, weeping that he sees this day. 
Embraces his long-lost son : a stranger 
He revisits his old home; with spreading boughs 
The tree o'ershadows him at his return, 
Which waver'd as a twig when he departed ; 
And modest blushing comes a maid to meet him. 
Whom on her nurse's breast he left. O happy, 
For whom some kindly door like thi^ for whom 
Soft arms to clasp him shall be openyi — 

Quest. [imtA emolion} that 

The limts you speak of should be so far distant ! 
Should not be tomorrow, be today! 

Max. And who's to blame for it but you at Court? 
I will deal plainly with you, Questoiberg: 
When I obserr'd you here, a twinge of spleen 
And bitterness went through me. It is you 
That hinder peace; yes, you. The GenerBl 
Must force it, and you ever keep tormenting him, 
Obstructing all his steps, abusing him; 
For M'hat? Because the good of Europe lies 
Nearer tils heart, thao whether certain acres 
More or less of dirty land be Austria's I 
You call him traitor, rebel, God knows what. 
Because he spares the Saxons; as if that 
Were not the only way to peace ; for how 
If during war, war end not, can peace follow? 
Go to < go to ) As I love goodness, so I hate 
This paltry work of yours t and here I vow to God, 
For him, this rebel, traitor Wallenstein, 
To shed my blood, my heart's blood, drop by di'op, 
Ere I will see you triumph in his fall I 

The Princess Thekla is perhaps still dearer to us. Thekla, 

it entering on life, with ' timid sieps.' iN\\.\\\.>\e>ax\'fea.-cS-N\'H-ti-^ 

w/ a. cloister yet undisturbed by tbe CQwX^a.<iw.iAQrt& tA it-^"^. 

■ "^^MaJ^ not merely ber pioWctiai ani e^tot'- "w^ 
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father's camp, but the living emblem of her shapeless yet gkW' 
ing dreams. She knows not deception, she trusts and is trusted: 
their spirits meet and mingle, and ' clasp each other firmly and 
forever.' AH this is described by the poet with a quiet inspin- 
tion, which finds its way into our deepest sympathies. Sod 
beautiful simplicity is irresistible. ' How long;* the Countess 
Terzky asks, 

How long is it since you disclosed your heart? 

Max. This morning first I risked a word of it. 

CoUN. Not till this morning during twenty days? 

Max. *Twas at the castle where you met us, 'twixt this 
And Nepomuk, the last stage of the journey. 
On a balcony she and I were standing, our looks 
In silence tum'd upon the vacant landscape; 
And before us the dragoons were riding, 
Whom the Duke had sent to be her escort. 
Heavy on my heart lay thoughts of parting, 
And with a faltering voice at last I said : 
All this reminds me, Fniulein, that today 
I must l>c parted from my happiness ; 
In few hours you will find a father, 
Will see yourself encircled by new friends; 
And I shall be to you nought but a stranger, 
Forgotten in the crowd — ** Speak with Aunt Terzky!" 
Quick she interrupted me ; I noticed 
A quivering in her voice ; a glowing blush 
Spread o'er her cheeks ; slow rising from the ground. 
Her eyes met mine: I could control myself 
No longer — 

[JVitr Princess appears at the door, and stops ; the Countess 
but fwt Piccolominij observing her. 

— I clasp*d her wildly in my arms. 
My lips were joined with hers. Some footsteps stirring 
1* th* next room parted us ; 'twas you ; what then 
Took place, you know. 

CouN. And can you be so modest, 

Or incurious, as not once to ask me 
For my secret, in return ? 

Max. Your secret ? 

CouN. Yes, sure ! On coming in the moment after, 
How my niece receiv'd me, what i' th* instant 
Of her first surprise she — 

Max. Ha ? 

Thekla [enters hastily\ Spare "^oux^sM 

The trouble, Aunt I That he catiUam itom m^. 
£j a Q o ^ 
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We rejoice in Ihe ardent, pure and confiding affection of 
these two angelic beings : but our feeling is changed and made 
more poignant, when we think thai the inexorable hand of Des- 
tiny is already lifted to smite their world with bliickness and 
desolation. Thekla has enjoyed ' two httle hours of heavenly 
beauty;' but her native gaiety gives place to serious anticipa- 
tions and alarms; she feels that the camp ofWallenstein is not 
a place for hope to dwell in. The instructions and explanations 
of her aunt disclose the secret : she is not to love Max; ahigher, 
it may be a royal, fete awaits her ; but she is to tempt him from 
his duty, and make him lend his influence to her father, whose 
daring projects she now for the first time discovers. From that 
moment her hopes of happiness have vanished, never more to 
return. Yet her own somDws touch her less than the ruin which 
she sees about to overwhelm her tender and affectionate mother. 
For herself, she waits with gloomy patience the stroke that is 
to crush her. She is meek, and soft, and maiden-like ; but she 
is Friedland's daughter, and does not shrink from what is un- 
avoidable. There is often a rectitude, and quick inflexibility of 
resolution about Thekla, which contrasts beautifully with her 
inexperience and timorous acuteness of feehng: on discovering 
her father's treason, she herself decides that Max ■ shall obey 
his first impulse,' and forsake her. 

There are few scenes in poetry more sublimely pathetic 
than this. We behold the sinking but still (iery glory ofWal- 
lenstein, opposed lo the impetuous despair of Max Piccolomini, 
torn asunder by the claims of duty and of love ; the calm but 
broken-hearted Thekla, beside her broken-hearted mother, and 
surrounded by the Hank faces of Wallenslein's desponding 
followers. There is a physical pomp corresponding lo the 
moral grandeur of the action ; the successive revolt and de- 
parture of the troops is heard without the walls of the Palace; 
the trumpets of the Pappenheiniers reiieho the wild feelings of 
their leader. What follows too is equally affecting. Max being 
forced away by his soldiers from the side of Thekla, rides forth 
at their head in a state bordering on frenzy. Next day come 
tidings of his fate, which no heart is hard enough lo hear un- 
moved. The effect it produces upon Thekla displays all the 
hidden energies of her soul. The first accvdew\3.\. Vfivmjj, <A 
the news had almost overwhelmed Vim ■, W\ sVe. ^itm 

rg(/i ; she mndi for the meS5eni,ev. \ViAt ^t «»^ = 
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tion him more closely, and listen to his stem details with tbe 
heroism of a Spartan virgin. 

Act IV. Scene X. 

Thekla ; the Swedish Captain ; Fkaulkin Nbubiuwh. 

Capt. ^approaches respectfully\ 
Princess — I — must pray you to forgive me 
My most rash unthinking words : I could not— 

Thekla [7«M noble digmty\. 
You saw me in my grief; a sad chance made you 
At once my confidant, who were a stranger. 

Capt. I fear the sight of me is hateful to you : 
They were mournful tidings I brought hither. 

T11EKI.A. The blame was mine.' Twas I that forced them 
from you ; 
Your voice was but the voice of Destiny. 
My terror interrupted your recital : 
Finish it, I pray you. 

Capt. 'Twill renew your grief! 

Thekla. I am prepared for't, I will be prepared. 
Proceed! IIow went the action ? Let me hear. 

Capt. At Neustadt, dreading no surprise, we lay 
Slightly entrenched ; when towards night a cloud 
Of dust rose from the forest, and our outposts 
Rush'd into the camp, and cried : The foe was there 1 
Scarce had we time to spring on horseback, when 
The Pappenheimers, coming at full gallop, 
Dash'd o'er the palisado, and next moment 
These fierce troopers pass'd our camp-trench also. 
But thoughtlessly their courage had impelled them 
To advance without support ; their infantry' 
Was far behind ; only the Pappenheimers 
Boldly following their bold leader — 

[ Thekla makes a movement. The Captain pauses for a 
moment J till she beckons him to proceed. 
On front and flank with all our horse we charged them ; 
And ere long forc'd them back upon the trench, 
Where rank'd in haste our infantry presented 
An iron hedge of spikes to stop their passage. 
Advance they could not, nor retreat a step, 
Wedg'd in this narrow prison, death on all sides. 
Then the Rheingraf call'd upon their leader, 
In lair battle, lairly to surrender : 

But Colonel Piccolomini — \Thtlday tottering, catcTies by a scot, 

— We \uiew \ivax 
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By's helmet-plume and his long flowing hair. 
The rapid ride had loosen'd it : to the trench 
He points ; leaps first himself hif gallant steed 
Clean over it ; the troop plunge after him : . 
But — in a twmkle it was done ! — his horse 
Run through the body by a partisan, 
Rears in its agony, and pitches far 
Its rider ; and fierce o'er him tramp the steeds 
O' th* rest, now heeding neither bit nor bridle. 

[TTiekla, who has listened to the last words with irureasing 
anguish^ falls into a violent tremor; she is sinking to the 
ground; Fraulein Neubrunn hastens to Jier^ and receives 
her in her arms. 

Neu. Lady, dearest mistress — 

Capt. \mffved\ Let me begone. 

Thekla. 'Tis past ; conclude it. 

Capt. Seeing their leader fall, 

A grim inexorable desperation 
Seiz'd the troops : their own escape forgotten, 
Like wild tigers they attack us ; their fury 
Provokes our soldiers, and the battle ends not 
Till the last man of the Pappenheimers falls. 

Thekla \with a quivering voice\. 
And where — where is — you have not told me all. 

Capt. \after a pause] 
This morning we interr'd him. He was borne 
By twelve youths of the noblest families, 
Aiid all our host accompanied the bier. 
A laurel deck'd his coffin ; and upon it 
The Rheingraf laid his own victorious sword. 
Nor were tears wanting to his fate : for many 
Of us had known his noble-mindedness. 
And gentleness of manners ; and all hearts 
Were mov'd at his sad end. Fain would the Rheingraf 
Have sav*d him ; but himself prevented it ; 
*Tis said he wish'd to die. 

Neu. \with emotion^ to Thekla^ who hides her face] 

O ! dearest mistress, 
lyOok up ! O, why would you insist on this ? 

Thekla. Where is his grave ? 

Capt. I' th' chapel of a cloister 

At Neustadt is he laid, till we receive 
Directions from his father. 

Thekla. What is its name ? 

Capt. St. Catharine's. 

Thekla. Is't far feom vXu^"^ 



128 SCHILLER AT JENA. F,rtill 

Thekla. How goes the way? 

Capt. Vou come by Tirschenreit 

And Falkcnberg, and through oifr farthest outposts. 
Thekla. Who commands them ? 

Capt. • Colonel Seckendorf. 

Thekla [steps io a tabU, and takes a ring/rotn her jewel-hox\ 
You have seen me in my grief, and shown me 
A sympathising heart : accept a small 

Memorial of this hour [j^iving him the ring\. Now leave me. 
Capt. \<rverpowered\ Princess! 

\Thekla silently makes him a si^n to go^ nud turfisjramhim. 
He lingers^ and attempts to speak; Neubrunn repeats the 
sign; heroes. 

Scene XL 
Neubrunn; Thekla. 

Thekla [falls on Neubninn^s neck\ 
Now, good Neubrunn, is the time to show the love 
Which thou hast always vow'd me. Prove thyself 
A true friend and attendant ! We must go, 
This very night. 

Neu. Go ! This very night ! And whither ? 

Thekla. Whither ? There is but one place in the world 
The place where he lies buried : to his grave. 

Neu. Alas, what would you there, ray dearest mistress ? 

Thekla. What there ? Unhappy girl ! Thou wouldst not ask 
If thou hadst ever lov'd. There, there, is ail 
That yet remains of him ; that one small spot 
Is all the earth to me. Do not detain me ! 
O, come ! Prepare, think how we may escape. 

Neu. Have you reflected on your father's anger ? 

Thekla. I dread no mortal's anger now. 

Neu. The mockery 

Of the world, the wicked tongue of slander! 

Thekla. I go to seek one that is cold and low : 
Am I, then, hast'ning to my lover's arms ? 
O God ! I am but hast'ning to his grave ! 

Neu. And we alone ? Two feeble, helpless women ? 

Thekla. We will arm ourselves ; my hand shall guard thee. 

Neu. In the gloomy night-time ? 

Thekla. Night will hide us. 

Neu. In this rude storm ? 

Thekla. Was his bed made of down, 

When the horses' hoofs went o'er him? » 
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And then the many Swedish posts! They will not 
Let us pass. 

TilEKLA. Are they not men ? Misfortune 
Passes free through all the earth. 

Neu. So far! So — 

TiiEKLA. Does the pilgrim count the miles, when journeying 
To the distant shrine of grace ? 

Neu. How shall we 

Even get out of Eger ? 

Thekla. Gold opens gates. 

Go ! Do go ! 

Neu. If they should recognise us ? 

Thekla. In a fugitive despairing woman 
No one will look to meet with Fried land's daughter. 

Neu. And where shall we get horses for our flight ? 

Thekla. My Equerry will find them. Go and call him. 

Neu. Will he venture without his master's knowledge ? 

Thekla. He will, I tell thee. Go! O, linger not! 

Neu. Ah ! And what will your mother do when you 
Are vanish'd ? 

Thekla \recollecting this^ and gazing with a look of anguish], 
O my mother ! 

Neu. Your good mother ! 

She has already had so much to suffer. 
Must this last heaviest stroke too fall on her? 

Thekla. I cannot help it. Go, I prithee, go ! 

Neu. Think well what you arc doing. 

Thekla. All is thought 

That can be thought, already. 

Neu. Were we there. 

What wou^ you do? 

Thekla. God will direct me, there. 

Neu. Your heart is full of trouble : O my lady ! 
This way leads not to peace. 

Thekla. To that deep peace 

Which he has found. O, hasten ! Go ! No words ! 
There is some force, I know not what to call it. 
Pulls me irresistibly, and drags me 
On to his grave : there I shall find some solace 
Instantly ; the strangling band of sorrow 
Will be loosen'd ; tears will flow. O, hasten ! 
Long time ago we might have been o' th' road. 
No rest for me till I have fled these walls : 
They fall upon me, some dark power repels me 
From them— IJa ! What's this? T\ve c\vaT\\\itY'':^ ^\>^v\«?. 
With pale gaunt .shapes ! No room \s Mt ^ox xc^^^ 
More! more! The crowding spectres ^xes.'^ otv \xv^. 
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i«^w Umgei', ^psklkSy Hi calE Rflscnibcr^. 

SCEXE XI I. 

Thejlla- 

U U hU ^\M\i call« mc! Tis the host 
Of fftithful wmK that nacrificed themselves 
ttt (\pty vpttgcancc for him. They upbraid me 
hn thiq Itflt'rlnK: M^/ in death forsook him not, 
Wliit In tliplr life had led them; their rude hearts 
W^'tt* vf\\)f\hW «»f lhl» I and / can live? 
N«il No I Tlmt Iftwrcl-garland which they laid 
t'luMi his t»iet \vrt« twined for both of us! 
NVIirtI !•* ltti«» llfo without the light of love? 
t rrt«»t it fVnin nie, «ince its worth is gone. 
V>«<» \vhf*ti we found and lov'd each other, life 
Wrts ftumelhinel (Jlittcring lay before me 
the |j«>l«leH inoin : 1 had two hours of Heaven. 

rhou utoodcst at the threshold of the scene 
Of busy life; with timid steps I cross'd it : 
Itow fair it lay in solemn shade and sheen! 
Anil thou beside me, like some angel, posted 
To lead me out of childhood's fairy land 
On to life's glancing summit, hand in hand ! 
My first thought was of joy no tongue can tell, 
My first look on tAy spotless spirit fell. 

[SAe siftks into a reverie^ then with signs of horror proceeds. 
And Fate put forth his hand : inexorable, cold, "» 

My friend it grasp'd and clutch'd with iron hold, 
And — under th' hoofs of their wild horses hurl'd : 
Such is the lot of loveliness i' th' world ! 

Thekla has yet another pang ta encounter ; the parting with 
her mother: but she persists in her determination, and goes 
forth to die beside her lover's grave. The heart-rending emo- 
tions, which this amiable creature has to undergo, are described 
with an almost painful effect : the fate of Max and Thekla 
might draw tears from the eyes of a stoic. 

Less tender, but not less sublimely poetical, is the fate of 

Wallenstein himself. We do not pity Wallenstein ; even in ruin 

he seems too great for pity. His daughter having vanished 

like a fair vision from the scene, we look forward to Wallcn- 

mevitable fate with little feeVmg save e^^cvax^x. ^\n^\ 
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This kinely Wallenrtein, whene'er he falla, 
Will drag a world to ruin down with him; 
And as a ship thai in the midst of ocean 
Catches fire, and shiv'rine springs into the sir, 
And in a momeDt scatters between sea and sk; 
The crew it bore, so ht!1 he harry to destruction 
liv'ry one whose fate was join'd ivith his. 

Vet siill there is some touch of pathos in his gloomy fall; some 
visitings of nature in the austere grandeur of his slowiy-coming, 
but inevitable and annihilating doom. The last scene of his 
life is among the finest which poetry can boast of. Thekla's 
death is still unknown to him; but he thinks of Max, and al- 
most weeps. He looks at the stars ; dim shadows of supersti- 
tious dread pass fitfully across his spirit, as he views these 
fountains of hght, and compares their glorious and enduring 
existence with the fleeting troubled life of man. The strong 
spirit of his sister is subdued by dark forebodings; omens are 
against him; his astrologer entreats, one of the relenting con- 
spirators entreats, his own feelings call upon him, to watch 
and beware. Dut he refuses to let Ike resolution of his mind 
be ove r -mastered ; he casts away these warnings, and goes 
cheerfully to sleep, with dreams of hope about his pillow, un- 
conscious that the javelins are already grasped which will send 
him to his long and dreamless sleep. The death of Wallen- 
slein does not cause tears ; but it is perhaps the most high- 
wrought scene of the play. A shade of horror, of fateful dreari- 
ness, hangs over it, and gives additional effect to the fire of 
that brilliant poetry, which glows in every line of it. Except 
'mMac6ct/i or the conclusion aiOlhello, we know not where to 
match it. Schiller's genius is of a kind much narrower than 
Shakapearc's ; but in his own peculiar province, the exciting 
of lofty, earnest, strong emotion, he admits of no superior. 
Others are finer, more piercing, varied, thrilling, in their influ- 
ence: Schiller, in his finest mood, is overwhelming. 

This tragedy of WalUnsldii. published at the close of the 
eighteenth century, may safely be rated as the greatest dra- 
matic work of which that century can boast. France never 
rose into the sphere of Schiller, even in the days of her Cor- 
neiile: nor can our own country, since ftve Mvtwss o'v^srSa^Ca, 
^meaay Jramatist to be compa.te4 ViStt. twa. '«>. ^'sas-'^^ 
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5lrength of mind, and feeling, nnd acquired accomplishment. 
About the linio of li'alleHsUMs appcarnnce, we of this gifted 
l.md were shuddering at The CaUle Spectre ! Germany, indeed, 
boasts of Goethe: and on some rare occasions, it must be 
owned that Goethe has shown talents of a higher order than 
are here manifested; but he has made no equally regular or 
powerful exertion of them: i^dwj/isbut a careless effusion com- 
pared with WitlUnstein. The latter is in truth a vast and 
magnificent work. What an assemblage of images, ideas, 
emotions, disposed in the most fehcitous and impressive order 1 
We have conquerors, statesmen, ambitious generals, maraud- 
ing soldiers, heroes, and heroines, all acting and feeling as they 
would in nature, aJt faithfully depicted, yet all embellished by 
the spirit of poetry, and all made conducive to heighten one 
paramount impression, our sympathy with the three chief cha- 
racters of the piece."' 

Soon after the publication of WaUensiein, Schiller oncemore 
changed his abode. The ' mountain air of Jena' was conceived 
by his physicians to be prejudicial in disorders of the lungs ; 
and partly in consequence of this opinion, he determined hence- 
forth to spend his winters in Weimar. Peihaps a weightier 
reason in favour of this new arrangement was the opportunity 
it gave him of being near the theatre, a constant attendance 
on which, now that he had once more become a dramatist, 
seemed highly useful for his farther improvement. The sum- 
mer he, for several years, continued still to spend in Jena; to 
which, especially its beautiful environs, he declared himself 
particularly attached. His little garden-house was still his 
place of study during summer; till at last he settled constantly 
at Weimar, Even then he used frequently to visit Jena ; to 
which there was a fresh attraction in later years, when Goethe 
■chose it for his residence, which, we understand, it still occa- 
sionally is. With Goethe he often stayed for months. 

" Walltnslein has been translated into French by M. Benjnmiii Constant ; 
and the last two parts of St have been railtifnllyrendenrdinlD English ty Mr. 
Coleiidge. As to the French viidon, we know noLliing, save that it is an 
in/rovAf one; but (hat little is enough: Schiller, as n drninaliEl. improved 
by M, Constant, is a spectacle we feel no wish lo witness. Mr. Coleridge's 

' '-" — ~ -Jso. BS n whole, unknown to U-f ; but judging fram many large 

should pronounce il, «(cepting Sul\ieb-ja OttroH.tntaeftie 
onfy.'jufferable, transladon Itonitbe German w&vtXniiitBa 
Jiasyet been enriched. 
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This change of place prodiiTOl liltlc change in ScliiUcr 
h.ibils or employment : he was now as formerly in the pay of 
the Uukc of Weimar; now as formerly engaged in dramatic 
composition as the great object of his life. What the amount 
of his pension was, we know not : that the Prince behaved to 
him in a princely manner, we have proof sufficient. Four years 
before, when invited to the University of Tiibin^-en, Schiller 
had received a promise, that, in case of sickness or any other 
cause preventing the continuance of his literary labour, his 
salary should be doubled. It ivas actually increased on occa- 
sion of the present removal; and again still farther in 1804, 
some advantageous offers being made to him from Berlin. 
Schiller seems to have been, what he might have wished to be, 
neither poor nor rich r his simple unostentatious economy went 
on without embarrassment: and this was all that he required. 
To avoid pecuniary perplexities was constantly among his 
aims: to amass wealth, never. We ought also to add ihai, in 
1B02, by the voluntary solicitation of the Duke, he was en- 
nobled ; a fact which we mention, for his sake by whose kind- 
ness (his honour was procured; not for the sake of Schiller, 
who accepted it with gratitude, but had neither needed not 
desired it. 

The official services expected of him in return for so much 
kindness seem to have been slight, if any. Chiefly or altogether 
of his own accord, he appears to have applied himself to a close 
inspection of the theatre, and to have sharedwithGoetbe the task 
of superintending its concerns. The rehearsals of new pieces 
commonly took place at the house of one of these friends; they 
consulted together on all such subjects, frankly and copiously. 
Schiller was not slow to profit by the means of improvement 
thus afforded hira; in the mechanical details of his art he grew 
more skilful ; by a constant observation of the stage, he became 
more acquainted with its capabilities and its laws. It was not 
long till, with his characteristic expansiveness of enterprise, ho 
set about turning this new knowledge to account. In conjunc- 
tion with Goethe, he remodelled his own Don Ciirlos and his 
friend's Count Egmont, altering both according to his latest 
views of scenic propriety. It was farther intended 10 treat, in , 
the same manner, the whole series of leading Gcrntan plays, 
and thus to produce a national stock o^ Ava.wvWit^iviKisAo'' 
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|"jtess continued to be made, Ihough other labours often inter- 
rupted it. For the present. Schiller was engaged with his 
Maria Stuart: it appeared in 1800, 

This tragedy will not detain, us long. It is upon a subject, 
the incidents of which are now getting trite, and the moral of 
which has little that can peculiarly recommend it. To exhibit 
the repentance of a lovely but erring woman, to show us how 

ihcr sou! may be restored to its primitive nobleness, by suffer- 
ings, devotion and death, is the object of Maria Stitnrl. It is 
a tragedy of sombre and mournful feeUngs ; with an air of 
melancholy and obstruction pervading it ; a looking backward 
on objects of remorse, around on imprisonmenl, and forward 
on the grave. Its object is undoubtedly attained. We are 
forced to pardon and to love the heroine; she is beautiful, and 
miserable, and lofty-minded ; and her crimes, however dark, 
have been expiated by long years of weeping and woe. Con- 
sidering also that they were the fruit not of calcuiation, but of 
passion acting on a heart not dead, though blinded for a time, 
to their enormity, they seem less hateful than the cold pre- 
meditated vlllany of which she is the victim. Elizabeth is self- 
ish, heartless, envious ; she violates no law, but she has no 
virtue, and she lives triumphant ; her arid, artificial character 
serves by contrast to heighten our sympathy with her warra- 
liearted, forlorn, ill-fated rival. These two Queens, particu- 
larly Mary, are well delineated ; their respective qualities are 
VividTy^Tirought out, and the feelings they were meant to excite 
arise wtlhtfi us. There is also Mortimer, a fierce, impetuous, 
impassioned iover ; driven onward chiefly by the heat of his 
blood, hut still interesting by his vehemence and unbounded 
daring. The dialogue, moreover, has many beauties ; there 
are scenes which have merited peculiar commendation. Of 
this kind is the interview between the Queens ; and more espe- 
cially the first entrance of Mary, when, after long seclusion, 
she is once more permitted to behold the cheerful sky. In the 
joy of a momentary freedom, she forgets that she is still a cap- 
tive ; she addresses the clouds, the ' sailors of the air,' who 
' are not subjects of Eliiabelh,' and bids them carry tidings of 
her to the hearts that love her in other lands. Without doubt, 
a all that he intended, Schiller has succeeded ; Maria Stuart 
3. beautiful tragedy ; it would have formed the glory of a 
but it cannot materiallv aUet tis. Com'ga.iei 
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with IVallenileii!,^ purpose is narrow, and its result is com- 
mon. We have no manners or true historical delineation. The 
figure of the English court is not given ; and Elizabeth is de- 
pleted more like one of the French Medici, than Uke our own 
politic, capricious, coquettish, imperious, yet on the whole true- 
hearted, "good Queen Bess.' With abundant proofs of genius, 
this tragedy p roduc es a comparatively small effect, especially 
on English readers^ We have already wept enough for Mary 
Sttwrt, both over prose ^nd verse ; and the persons likely lo be 
deeply touched with the moral or the interest of her story, as it 
is recorded here, are rather a separate class than men in general, 
Madame de Staei, we observe, is her principal admirer. 

Next year, Schiller look possession of a province more pecu- 
liarly his own : in 1801, appeared his Maid 0/ Orleans {yung- 
frau lion OTleatis) ; the first hint of whicli was suggested to him 
by a series of documents, relating to the sentence of Jeanne 
d'Arc, and its reversal, first published about this time by De 
I'Averdy of the Acadimie dez Inscriptions. Schiller had been 
moved in perusing them : this tragedy gave voice to his feelings. 

Considered as an object of poetry or history, Jeanne d'Arc, 
the most singular personage of modern times, presents a cha- 
racter capable of being viewed under a great variety of aspects, 
and with a corresponding variety of emotions. To the Eng- 
lish of her own age, bigoted in their creed, and baffled by her 
prowess, she appeared inspired by the Devil, and was 
ally burnt as a sorceress. In this light, too, she is painted i 
the poems of Shakspeare. To Voltaire, again, whose trade 
was to war with every kind of superstition, this child of fanatic 
ardour seemed no better than a moonstruck zealot ; and the 
people who followed her, and believed in her, something 
than lunatics. The glory of what she liad'achieved was for- 
gotten, when the means of achieving it were recollected ; and 
the Maid of Orleans was deemed the fit subject of a poem, the 
wittiest and most profligate for which literature has to blush. 
Our illustrious Don Juan hides his head when contrasted with 
Voltaire's /^(:«/fo.' Juan's biographer, with all his aeal, is but 
an innocent, and a novice, by the side of this arch-scorner. 

Such a manner of considering the Maid of Orleans 
sBlly not the right one. Feelings so dec? arvi e:M\\t'A iia Viei* 
r fa« an object of ridicule -. si^ioiwM ¥"«*<» ^■'b* 
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of any sort witli such fcrviil dcvotcdness, is entitled to awal 
emotions, at least of a serious kind, in the hearts of others. 
Enthusiasm puts un a diRercnt shape in every, different age : 
always in some degree sublime, often it is dangerous ; its very 
essence is a tendency to error and exaggeration ; yet it is the 
fundamental quaUty of strong souls ; the true nobility of blood, 
in whichallgreatness of thought or action has its rise. Quicguid 
vuh ■i/aldi vult is ever ihe first and surest test of mental capa- 
bility. This peasant girl, who fcit within iier such fiery vehem- 
ence of resolution, that she could subdue the minds of kings 
and captains to her will, and lead srinies on [o battle, conquer- 
ing, till her country was cleared of its invaders, must evidently 
have possessed the elements of a majestic character. Bene- 
volent feelings, sublime ide.is, and above all an overpowering 
will, are here indubitably marked. Nor does the form, which 
her activity assumed, seem less adapted for displaying these 
qualities, than many other forms in which we praise them. 
The gorgeous inspirations of tire Catholic religion arc as real 
as the phantom of posthumous renown; the love of our native i 
soil is as laudable as ambition, or the principle ofmilitary hon-j 
our. Jeanne d'Arc must have been a creature of shadowy yet 
far-glancing dreams, of unutterable feelings, of 'tlioughts that 
wandered through Eternity.' Who can tell the trials and the 
triumphs, the splendours and the terrors, of which her simple 
spirit was the scene ! ' Heartless, sneering, god ■ forgetting 
French 1' as old Suwarrow called them, — they are not worthy 
of this noble maiden. Hers were errors, but errors which a 
generous soul alone could have committed, and which gener- 
ous souls would have done more than pardou. Her darkness 
and delusions were of the understanding only ; they but make 
the radiance of her heart more touching and apparent ; as 
clouds are gilded By the orient light into somelliing more beau- 
tiful than azure itself. 

' It is under this aspect that Schiller has contemplated the 
Maid of Orleans, and endeavoured to make us contemplate her. 
For the latter purpose, it appears that more than one plan had 
occurred to him. His lirst idea was, to represent Joanna, and 
the times she lived in, ;is they actually were: to exhibit the 
superstition, ferocity, and wretchedness of the period, in all 
T aggravation; and )o show us ihia paVt'ioCvc ani icW'SWia 
teAjj^ bcaulifyins Ihi; icaipesluous i.ct:wc \tj \vm i^tes^-ao;' 
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swaying the fierce passions oflier countrymen; direcling their 
fury againa! the invaders of France; lilial length, forsaken and 
condemned to die, she perished at the stake, retainiiig the same 
steadfast and lofty faith, which had ennobled and redeemed the 
errors of her life, and was now to glorify the ignominy of her 
death. This project, after much deliberation, he relinquished, 
as too difficult. By a new mode of management, much of the 
homeliness and rude horror, that defaced and encumbered the 
reality, is thrown away. The Dauphin is not here a voluptuous 
weakling, nor is his court the centre of vice and cruelty and 
imbecility : the misery of the time is touched but lightly, and 
the Maid of Arc herself is invested with a certain faint degree 
of mysterious dignity, ultimately represented as being in truth 
a preternatural gift; though whether preternatural, and if so, 
whether sent from above or from below, neither we nor she, 
except by faith, are absolutely sure, till the conclusion. 

The propriety of this arrangement is liable to question ; in- 
deed, it has been more than questioned. ISut external blem- 
ishes are lost in the intrinsic grandeur of the piece ; the spirit 
of Joanna^ is presented to us with an exalting and piithetic force 
sufficient to make us blind to far greater improprieties. Joanna 
is a pure creation, of half-cclcstial origin, combining the cnlld 
charms of female loveliness with the awful majesty of a pro- 
phetess, and a sacrifice doomed to perish for her country. She 
resembled, in Schiller's view, the Iphigenia of the Greeks; and 
as such, in some respects, he has treated her. 

The woes and desolation of the land have kindled in Joannii's 
keen and fervent heart a fire', which the loneliness of her life, 
and her deep feelings of religion, have nourished and fanned 
into a holy flame. She sits in solitude with her flocks, beside 
the mountain chapel of the Virgin, under the ancient Druid oak, 
a wizard spot, the haunt of evil spirits as well as of good; and 
visions are revealed to her such as human eyes behold not. It 
seems the force of her own spirit, e.\pre5singits feelings in forms 
which react upon itself. The strength of her impulses persuades 
her that she is called from on high to dcliverhcr native France; 
the intensity of bcr own faith persuades others; she goes foith 
on her mission ; all bends lo the fiery vehemence of her will ; 
she is inspired because she thinks herself so. There it 
tbinn /jtauti/iilnnii moving In the as^wO. ol am^Wc cvl"&>\!&\»s«i^ ^ 
I ifiplWW* in lAe secret soul, amid obsUniciOMa wo^ awgiiw 
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and at length bursting forth with an overwhelming forr^ to ac- 
complish its appointed end : the impediments which long hid 
it are now become testimonies of its power; the very ignor- 
ance, and meanness, and error, which still in part adhere to it, 
increase our sympathy without diminishing our admiration; it 
seems the triumph, hardly contested, and not wholly carried, 
but still the triumph, of Mind over Fate, of human volition over 
material necessity. 

All this Schiller felt, and has presented with even more 
than his usual skill. The secret mechanism of Joanna's mind 
is concealed from us in a dim religious obscurity ; but its active 
movements are distinct ; we behold the lofty heroism of her 
feelings ; she affects us to the very heart. The quiet, devout 
innocence of her early years, when she lived silent, shrouded 
in herself, meek and kindly though not communing with others, 
makes us love her : the celestial splendour which illuminates 
her after-life adds reverence to our love. Her words and actions 
combine an overpowering force with a calm unpretending 
dignity: we seem to understand how they must have carried 
in their favour the universal conviction. Joanna is the most 
noble being in tragedy. We figure her with her slender lovely 
form, her mild but spirit-speaking countenance ; ' beautiful and 
terrible ;' bearing the banner of the Virgin before the hosts of 
her country ; travelling in the strength of a rapt soul ; irresist- 
ible by faith; *the lowly herdsmaid,' greater in the grandeur 
of her simple spirit than the kings and queens of this world. 
Yet her breast is not entirely insensible to human feeling, nor 
her faith never liable to waver. When that inexorable venge- 
ance, which had shut her ear against the voice of mercy to the 
enemies of France, is suspended at the sight of Lionel, and her 
heart experiences the first touch of mortal affection, a baleful 
cloud overspreads the serene of her mind; it seems as if Heaven 
had forsaken her, or from the beginning permitted demons or 
earthly dreams to deceive her. The agony of her spirit, involved 
in endless and horrid labyrinths of doubt, is powerfully por- 
trayed. She has crowned the king at Rheims ; and all is joy, 
and pomp, and jubilee, and almost adoration of Joanna : but 
Joanna's thoughts are not of joy. The sight of her poor but 
kind and true-hearted sisters in the crowd, moves her to the 
soul. Amid the tumult and magnificence ot this xo^a.V^^'^Q.^xvx., 
she sinks into a reverie ; her small native daVe oi Me,\i^tv4^^\\ 



THE MAID OF ORLEANS. 



139 



its qu:^ hills, rises on her mind's eye, with its straw-roofed 
huts, and its clear greensward ; where the sun is even then 
shining so biightly, and the sty is so blue, and all is so calm 
and motherly and safe. Slie sighs for the peace of that se- 
questered home: ihcn shudders to think that she shall never 
see it more. Accused of witchcraft, by her own ascetic melan- 
cholic father, she utters no word of denial to the charge ; for 
her heart is dark. It is tarnished by earthly love, she dare not 
raise her thoughts to Heaven. Parted from her sisters; cast 
out with horror by the people she had lately saved from de- 
spair, she wanders forth, desolate, forlorn, not knowing whither. 
Yel she does not sink under this sore trial ; as she suffers from 
without, and is forsaken of men, her mind grows clear and 
strong, her confidence returns. She is now more firmly fixed 
in our admiralion than before : tenderness is united 10 our other 
feelings ; and her faith has been proved by sharp vicissitudes. 
Het countrymen recognise their error; Joanna closes her career 
by a glorious death; we take farewell of her in a solemn mood 
of heroic pity. 

Joanna is the animating principle of this tragedy; the 
scenes employed in developing her character and feelings con- 
stitute its great charm. Yet there are other personages in it, 
that leave a distinct and pleasing impression of themselves in 
our memory. Agnes Sorel, the soft, languishing, generous 
mistress of the Dauphin, relieves and heightens by comparison 
the slemerbeauty of the Maid. Dunois, the Bastard of Orleans, 
the lover of Joanna, is a blunt, frank, sagacious soldier, and 
well described. And Talbot, the gray veteran, delineates his 
dark, unbelieving, indomitable soul, by a few slight but expres- 
sive touches : he sternly passes down to the land, as he thinks, 
of utter nothingness, contemptuous even of the fate that de- 
stroys him, and 

' On the soil of Frnnce he sleeps, as lioes 
' A hero on the shicW b« would not <5uit.' 



A few scattered 
inferior personages 



may in part exhibit S' 
readers, though llicy c 



impression of the Maid herself. Joanna's character, like 
every finished piece of art, to t)e judged of must be seen in all 
its bearings. It is not in parts, but as a whole, that Uxe sk,- 
liaeaihn moves us; by light and marviWd VQ^icVc^, \"i. '»"s**=- J 
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upon our hearts, till they melt before it into that mild '^pture, 
free alike from the violence and the impurities of Nr.iure, which 
it is the highest triumph of the Artist to communicate. 

Act in. Scene IV. 

[7>4^ Dauphin Charles, with his suite: aftenvards Joanna. 
She is in armour , but without her helmet; and wears a gar- 
land in her hair. 

DuNOis \steps fonvard\ 
My heart made choice of her while she was lowly ; 
This new honour raises not her merit 
Or my love. Here, in the presence of my King 
And of this holy Archbishop, I offer her 
My hand and princely rank, if she regard me 
As worthy to be hers. 

Charles. Resistless Maid, 

Thou addest miracle to miracle ! 
Henceforward I believe that nothing is 
Impossible to thee. Thou hast subdued 
This haughty spirit, that till now defied 
Th' omnipotence of I^ovc. ^ 

La Hire \stcps fonvard\ If I mistake not 
Joanna's form of mind, what most adorns her 
Is her modest heart. The reverence of the great 
She merits ; but her thoughts will never rise 
So high. She strives not after giddy splendours : 
The true affection of a faithful soul 
Contents her, and the still, scquester*d lot 
Which with this hand I offer her. 

Charles. Thou too, 

La Hire? Two valiant suitors, equal in 
Heroic virtue and renown of war \ 
— Wilt thou, that hast united my dominions, 
Soften'd my opposers, part my firmest friends? 
Both may not gain thee, each deserving thee : 
Speak, then ! Thy heart must here be arbiter. 

Agnes Sorel [approaches}. 
Joanna is embarrass'd and surprised ; 
I sec the bashful crimson tinge her cheeks. 
Let her have time to ask her heart, to open 
Her clos'd bosom in trustful confidence 
With me. The moment is arriv'd when I 
In sisterly communion also may 
Approach the rigorous Maid, and" offer her 
The solace of my faithful, silent breasl. 
RtoY Jet us women ait in secret judgmuit 



,■^,'^5- THE MAID OF ORLEANS. 

On tliis matter that concerns us; Ihcn expect 
Whnt we shall hare dcclileil, 

CirAKLKS [alvui to}^}. Be it so, llient 

Joanna. Not so, Sire I 'Titos nol ihe eml)ii'L'.i!.smciit 
Of vinjiii bhiime that dy'd my cheeks in crimson : 
To tliis lad; I have nalhing to cotiEtilc, 
Which I need blu^h (o speak of berorc mcu. 
Much am I honour'd tiy the prefert 
OF these tno nahle Knights ; but it 
To chase vnin worldly gniiidexirs, thnl I left 
The shepherd moors ; not in my hair to bind 
The bridal garland, that I girt myself 
With wariike armour. To far other «ork 
Am I appointed : and the spotless vireiii 
Alone can do it. I nm the solilier 
Oftbe God of Battles; to no living mnn 
Can I be wife. 

ARCKBisiiOP. As kindly help lo mnn 
Was woman bom; and in obeyiiij; Naliirc 
She best obeys and reverences Heaven. 
When the command of God who summon'd thee 
To battle is fulfjll'd, ihou wilt lay down * 
Thy weapon;^, and return to (hat soil se,\ 
Which Ihou deny'st, which is not coll'd to do 
The bloody wtirk of war. 

Joanna. Fnlher, as yet 

I know not how Ihe Spirit will ilirect me: 
When, the needful lime comes niund, His 
Wilt not be silent, ami I will obey it. 
For tiic present, I am bid complete the la^li 
He gave me. My sov'reign's brow is yet unerowii'ii. 
His head muretted by the lioly oil. 
He is nut yet a King. 

Charles. We are joumeying 

Towards Rhcims. 

Joanna. Let us not linger by the way. 

Our foes arc busy round us, shutting up 
Thy passage: I will lead thee Ihrangh Ihcm all. 

DuNois. And when the work shall be fulfill'd, when w 
Have marched in Iriumph Into Rhcims, 
Will not Joanna Ihcn— 

Joanna. If Cod si 

That I relum with life and vicl'ry from 
These broils, my task is ended, and the herdsn 
Has nothing more lo do in hn King's i^mic. 

Chakles [/atitt^ her haHd\ 
'ffftdie Spieit's roic' ' ■ — 
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And Love is mute in thy inspired bosom. 
Believe me, it will not be always mute ! 
Our swords will rest ; and Victory will lead 
Meek Peace by th* hand, and Joy will come again 
To ev'ry breast, and softer feelings waken 
In every heart : in thy heart also waken ; 
And tears of sweetest longing wilt thou weep, 
Such as thine eyes have never shed. This heart, 
Now fiU'd by Heav'n, will softly open 
To some terrestrial heart. Thou hast begun 
By blessing thousands ; but thou wilt conclude 
By blessing one. 

Joanna. Dauphin ! Art thou weary 

Of the heavenly vision, that thou seekest 
To deface its chosen vessel, wouldst degrade 
To common dust the Maid whom God has sent thee ? 
Ye blind of heart ! O ye of little faith ! 
Heaven's brightness is about you, before your eyes 
Unveils its wonders ; and ye see in me 
Nought but a woman. Dare a woman, think ye, 
Clothe herself in iron harness, and mingle 
In the wreck of battfe ? Woe, woe to me. 
If bearing in my hand th' avenging sword 
Of God, I bore in my vain heart a love 
To earthly man ! Woe to me ! It were better 
That I never had been bom. No more. 
No more of this ! Unless ye would awake the wrath 
Of Him that dwells in me ! The eye of man 
Desiring me is an abomination 
And a horror. 

Charles. Cease ! 'Tis vain to urge her. 

Joanna. Bid the trumpets sound ! This loit'ring grieves 
And harasses me. Something chases me 
From sloth, and drives me forth to do my mission. 
Stem beck'ning me to my appointed doom. 

Scene V. 
A Knight [in hasie\. 

Charles. How now ? 

Knight. The enemy has pass'd the Marae ; 

Is forming as for battle. 

Joanna \as if inspired"]. Arms and battle! 
My soul has cast away its bonds ! To arms ! 
"^repare yourselves, while I prepare the rest ! [She hastens out. 

5*36- si^undtuitk a piercing tonCy and while the scene is cHanging 
jifass into a wild tumulhwus sound of haXtle?^ 
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Scene VI. 

[TAe scene changes to an open space encircled with trees. During the 
music, soldiers are seen hastily retreating across the background."] 

Talbot, leaning upon Fastolf, and accompamed by Soldiers. Soon 

after, LIONEL. 

Talbot. Here set me down beneath this tree, and you 
Betake yourselves again to battle : quick ! 
I need no help to die. 

Fastolf. O day of woe ! [Lionel enters. 

Look, what a sight awaits you, Lionel ! 
Our General expiring of his wounds ! 

Lionel. Now God forbid ! Rise, noble Talbot ! This 
Is not a time for you to faint and sink. 
Yield not to Death ; force faltering Nature 
By your strength of soul, that life depart not ! 

Talbot. In vain ! The day of Destiny is come 
That prostrates with the dust our power in France. 
In vain, in the fierce clash of desp'rate battle, 
Have I risk'd our utmost to withstand it : • 
The bolt has smote and crush'd me, and I lie 
To rise no more forever. Rheims is lost ; 
Make haste to rescue Paris. 

Lionel. Paris has surrender'd 

To the Dauphin : an express is just arriv'd 
With tidings. 

Talbot [tears away his bandages\ 

Then flow out, ye life -streams ; 
I am grown to loathe this Sun. 

Lionel. They want me ! 

Fastolf, bear him to a place of safety : 
We can hold this post few instants longer, 
The coward knaves are giving way on all sides. 
Irresistible the Witch is pressing on. 

Talbot. Madness, thou conquerest, and I must yield : 
Stupidity can baffle the very gods. 
High Reason, radiant Daughter of God's Head, 
Wise Foundress of the system of the Universe, 
Conductress of the stars, who art thou, then. 
If, tied to th' tail o' th' >vild horse Superstition, 
Thou must plunge, eyes open, vainly shrieking, 
Sheer down with that drunk Beast to the Abyss? 
Cursed who sets his life upon the great 
And dignified ; and with forecasting spVnl 
Forms wise projects I The Foo\-k\tig tu\«& V>kv& n«q^^.% 
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Lionel. O, Death is near you! Think of your Creator! 

Talbot. Had we as ])rave men been defeatcil 
By ])rave men, wc might have consoled ourselves 
With common thoughts of Fortune's fickleness : 
But that a sorry farce should be our ruin ! — 
Did our earnest toilsome struggle merit 
No graver end than this? 

Lionel [gras/s his /tarn/]. Talbot, farewell I 
The meed of bitter tears Pll duly pay you. 
When the fight is done, should 1 outlive it. 
Now Fate calls me to the field, where yet 
She wav'ring sits, and shakes her doubtful urn. 
Farewell ! we meet beyond the unseen shore. 
Brief parting for long friendship ! God be with you ! [Exit. 

Talbot. Soon it is over, and to th* Earth I render. 
To the everlasting Sun, the atoms. 
Which for pain and pleasure join'd to form me ; 
And of the mighty Talbot, whose renown 
Once fiU'd the world, remains nought but a handful 
Of light dust. Thus man comes to his end ; 
And our one conquest in this fight of life 
Is the conviction of life's nothingness, 
And deep disdain of all that sorry stuff 
We once thought lofty and desirable. 

Scene VH. 

^«/^r Charles ; Burgundy; Dunois; Du Chatel; rt;/^ Soldiers. 

BuRGUN. The trench is stontk'd. 
Dunois. The victory is ours. 

Charles [observing Talbot], 
Ha! who is this that to the light of day 
Is bidding his constrained and sad farewell ? 
His bearing .speaks no common man: go, haste, 
Assist him, if assistance yet avail. 

[Soldiers from the Dauphin^ s suite step forivard. 
Fastolf. Back ! Keep away ! Approach not the Departing, 
Whom in life ye never wish'd too near you. 

BuRGUN. What do I see? Lord Talbot in his blood ! 

[He goes toivards him, Talbot gazes fixedly at him, 
and dies, 
Fastolf. Off, Burgundy ! With th* aspect of a traitor 
Poison not the last look of a hero. 

Dunois. Dreaded Talbot ! stem, unconquerable! 
Dost thou content thee with a space so tvattov/, 
' the wide domains of France once co\i\d not 
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[fly the sttiviiiE of lliy giaul spjiil ? — 
Now for ihe first time. Sire, I rati you KiuB: 
The crown biiL loller'd on your liead, so long 
As in Ihis body dwell a soul. 

Charlks \nfier looking "t Ihc diad in iUemr\. It w 
A higher hand (hat GonquerM Iiim, not wc. 
Here on the soil of France he sleeps, as docs 
A hero on the shield he would not quit. 
Bring him away. \SeliUtrs lift the tt>rfsi, and larry it u^ i 

And peace he with his dust! 
A fair memorial shall arise to him 
I' Ih' midst of France : here, where the hero's course 
And life were fmished, let his bones repose, 
other foe has e'er advanced, 
epitaph shall be the place he fell on. 



ScliNK IX. 
ipty ipOie ia Ike field a/ hiltk. fii the dislana n 
tffuvrs of Rkrims illuminatrd hy Ihimn. 
ight, cased in hlnck arinmir, with Us visor sAlil. jo auk A //^Imii 

Ikt froHl efthf scfnt, whm ht slops and mvails htr, 
Joanna. Deceiver! Now I see thy craft. Thou hast, 
seeming (light, enticed me from the battle. 
" warded death and destiny fiom off the head 
Of many n Briton. Now they reach Lhy own. 

Kmght. Why dOBt thou follow me, and track my steps 
With murd'rous fury? I am not appointed 
by ihee. 
Joanna. Deep in my lowest soul 
; Ihee as tlie Night, which is thy colour, 
fecp thee from the face of Il^anh, 1 feci 
: irresistible desire impelling mc. 
art than ? Lift lhy visor : had not I 
Talbot fall, I should have named Ihee Talbot. 
Khight. Speaks not the prophesying Spirit in lhec7 
Joanna. II telU me loudly, in my inmost bosom, 
It Misfortune is at hand. 




Joan 



d'Arcl 



o the gates of Rheims hast thou advanced, 
on by victory. Let the renown 
Bieody gain'd suffice thee 1 As a sinve 
s Fortune serv'd thee; emandpate her, 
rath she free herself; fidelity 
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Joanna. How say'st thou, in the middle of my course, 
That I should pause and leave my work unfinished ? 
I will conclude it, and fulfil my vow. 

Knight. Nothing can withstand thee ; thou art most strong ; 
In ev'ry battle thou prevailest. But go 
Into no other battle. Hear my warning ! 

Joanna. This sword I quit not, till the English yield. 

Knight. Look ! Yonder rise the towers of Rheims, the goal 
And purpose of thy march ; thou seest the dome 
Of the cathedral glittering in the sun : 
There wouldst thou enter in triumphal pomp, 
To crown thy sovereign and fulfil thy vow. 
Enter not there. Turn homewards. Hear my warning ! 

Joanna. Who art thou, false, double-tongued betrayer. 
That wouldst frighten and perplex me ? Dar'st thou 
Utter l)ring oracles to me ? 

[TAe Black Knight attempts to go; she steps in his luay. 

No! 
Thou shalt answer me, or perish by me ! 

\She lifts her arm to strike hint. 

Knight \touches her with his hand: she stands immovadle]. 
Kill what is mortal ! 

[DarknesSy lightning and thunder. The Knight sinks, 

Joanna [stands at first amazed: but soon recovers herself \ 

It was nothing earthly. 
Some delusive form of Hell, some spirit 
Of Falsehood, sent from th' everlasting Pool 
To tempt and terrify my fervent soul ! 
Bearing the sword of God, what do I fear? 
Victorious will I end my fated course ; 
Though Hell itself with all its fiends assail me, 
My heart and faith shall never faint or fail me. {She is going. 



Scene X. 

Lionel, Joanna. 

Lionel. Accursed Sorceress, prepare for battle : 
Not both of us shall leave the place alive. 
Thou hast destroyed the chosen of my host ; 
Brave Talbot has breath'd out his mighty spirit 
In my bosom. I will avenge the Dead, 
Or share his fate. And wouldst thou know the man 
Who brings thee glory, let him die or conquer, 
I am Lionel, the last survivor 
Of our chiefs; and still unvanquisVd is t\vvs axtcv. 
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\Hf rmha unvards her; after a short mnfesf, sit slrikt^t the 

Faithless forlune ! {/it slrugglfs with her. 

Joanna [leiKS Aim by thi plume /rmn behind, aniuars his helmet 
viWeHliy dawn, ic Ihat Ms fdee is exposed: at the sa«ie 
time she lifts her swerd with the right hami\. 
Suffer what thou soughteat \ 
The Virgin hscrifices Ihcc through me! 

\Atlhis mcmenltht lovts in his face; his asped Ifiuehesker ; 
she stands immmiablt, and then slemly divps her arm. 
I.IOKEL. Whj lingerest thou, and slayesl the stroke of death ? 
My honour thoiL host taken, take tay life: 
'Tis in Ihy hnniis lo take il; I want nol mercy, 

\Sh( gives him a sign with her hand la depart. 
V]jUomther1 Owe thee mj \iSc1 Die lalher! 

Joanna [htrfiee tamtd oway^. 
I will not remember that ihou owedst 
Thy life to me. 

Lionel. I hnle thee and thy gift. i 

1 wani not mercy. Kill thy enemy, 

Who meant to kill thee, who abhors llicc! I 

Joanna, Kill me. and fly : I 

LiONEi- Ha! How is this? 

JoA^nA [Mdes her/aee]- \\'<x's me ! 

LluNKL \appTeaeha her\. 
Thou killest nvery Brilon, I have lieatd, 
Whom ihou subdu'at in battle: why spare me? 

Joanna \lijts her iwerd luilli a rapid moaemeHt agaiHsl him, but 
quicilv Wj // iini again, vlhea she observes kis/acel. 

' Holy Virgin! 

Lionel. Wherefore namest Ihou 

TheViigtn? .JA^ know* nolhing of thw; Heaven 
Hat nooght Itrsny to thee. 

Joanna [in vieleni angmiih\. What have I done ! 
My vow, my vow is hnike! [Ifrings htr hands in despair. 

Lionel [leais at her with .\ymfalhy, ami tames iiearrr]. 
Unhappy girl! 
1 pily Ihee ; thou louchest me ; Ihou showedst 
Mercy to tne alone. My hate is going : 
I am conslrain'd lo feel for ihee. Who art Ihou ? 
Whence comesi Ihou? 

JoA.NNA. Away! Megonc! 

LiONF.t, Thy youth, 

Thy beauty melt and sadden me; thy look 

Goes to my heart i I could wish much V> sa\« \.VveE\ | 

Tdl mebow laiifi Come, tome Vtt\\ wvO. ^orssJtt I 

^M» JMnM bwriKeWj CMt ftW^ ftnta >»B*\ ■ 
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Ljonkl. CosI I 

Away, then, imd come wiih me ! 

JuANKA t!'M Aarivr\. Come wilh Miee-! 

LlONKU Thoa majst be ^v'fl: cume wilh me! 1 
But delay not. A slmnge sorrow for thcc 
Seizes me, and an un^pcakalilc dei;ire 
To save Ihee. [i'titfi A 

■Joanna. Hal llunoist 'Tialhcj! 
If Ihej shuuki dnA thccl — 

Lionel. Fear nol : I win guord tlicc. 

Joanna. I ^louM die, were Ihey lo kill tliee. 

Lionel, Am I 

Dear to thee ? 

Joanna. SainLi of Heaviii! 

Lionel. Slia)l 1 ever 

See thee, hear of thee, again ? 

Joanna. Never I Never! 

LlOKEl.. This swonl for pleilgc thai I nil) iic Iheel 

[//fuit^ifs thria-ora^ 

Joanna. Madman! 
Thou dttr'st ? 

Lionel. I yield lo force; again I'll see Lhee. [Exff,.. 

The introduclion ot supcrnnliirnl agency in tliis play, and 
the final aberration from Ihe Iriilh of history, have been con- 
siderably censured by Ihe German critics: Schiegel, we recol- 
lect, calls Joanna's end a 'rosy death.' In this drnTnalurgJc 
discussion, the mere reader need take no great interest. I'o 
require our belief in apparitions iind miracles, things which 
we cannot now believe, no doubt for a moment disturbs our 
submission to the poet's illusions : but the miracles in this 
story are rare and transient, and of small account in the ge- 
neral result : they give our reason little trouble, and perhaps 
contribute to exalt the heroine in our imaginations. It is still 
the mere human grandeur of Joajina's spirit that we love and 
reverence ; the lofty devotedness with which she is transported, 
the generous benevolence, the irresistible determination. The 
heavenly mandate is but the means of unfolding these qualities, 
and furnishing them with a proper passport to the minds of 
her age. To have produced, without the aid of fictions like 
these, a Joanna so beautified and exalted, would undoubtedly 

? j'ieJded greater satisfaction -. tu*. H. ina-j \»: UfitS-wmed. 
rheiherthe difficulty would noiVinveincteaLsed \nay;A\V(v^?s 
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ratio. The sentiments, the characters, are not only a 
but exquisitely beautiful; the incidents, excepting the very last, 
arc possible, or even probable ; what remains is but a very 
slender evil. 

After all objections have been urged, and this among others 
has certainly a little weight, the Afaid of Orleans will remain 
one of the very finest of modern dramas. Perhaps, among all 
Schiller's plays, it is the one which evinces most of that quality 
denominated^«K«j- in the strictest meaning of the word, IVal- 
lenslein embodies more thought, more knowledge, more con- 
ception ; but it is on!y in parts illuminated by that ethereal 
brightness, which shines over every part of this, The spirit 
of the romantic ages is here imaged forth ; but the whole is 
exalted, embellished, ennobled. It is what the critics call 
idealised. The heart must be cold, the imagination dull, which 
the Jun^rau van Orleans will not move. 

In Germany this case did not occur : the reception of the 
work was beyond example Haltering, The leading idea suited 
the German mind ; the execution of it inllamed the hearts and 
imaginations of the people ; they felt proud of their great poet, 
and delighted to enthusiasm with his poetry. At the first ex- 
hibition of the play in Leipzig, Schiller being in the theatre, 
tliough not among the audience, this feehng was displayed in 
a rather singular manner. When the curtain dropped at the 
end of the first act, there arose on all sides a shout of " Es lebe 
Friedrich SckilUr I" accompanied by the sound of trumpets 
and other military music : at the conclusion of the piece, the 
whole assembly left their places, went out. and crowded round 
the door through which the poet was expected to come ; and 
no sooner did he show himself, than his admiring spectators, 
uncovering tlieir heads, made an avenue fur him to pass ; and 
as he walked along, many, we are told, held up their children, 
and exclaimed, " That is /ic.'"!" 

" Uoering (p. 17&) ;— wlia adila as foliaws : ' Anollier K 
• provil, very dlflerent Id ils nature, he ivmlved at tUe Grst pii 
' d\w} in Wdinar. Knowing and vahllng. at he did, the public of that cily. 
' h could not but surprise him greatly, when a cErlaJn young Ooclor S 

■ oaUeil out to hioi, " Br,tva,SeMbrf" from Ihc gnllery, in a very loud lone 
' titvcAat. OITended at luch impertinence, the poet hissed strongly, in which 
' tlw&udience joined him. He IlkewUi! exjiressEiI in words his diq>leaaure 

' at this lamdutu ; sod tlie youthful sprig irt nmlXiAno •tia5,\i^ &B>osi»«> >*- 1 

■ /ftp Court, firfhcrpunishedforhismdiBOieolavV'^™**!^ ^owB'Miin"'*'*™*] 
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This must have been a proud moment for Schiller ; but also 
an agitating, painful one ; and perhaps on the whole, the latter 
feeling, for the time, prevailed. Such noisy, formal, and tu- 
multuous plaudits were little to his taste; the triumph they 
confer, though plentiful, is coarse ; and Schiller's modest na- 
ture made him shun the public gaie. iiot seek it. He loved 
men. and did not affect to despise their approbation ; but nei- 
ther did this form his leading motive. To him art, like virtue, 
was its own reward; he delighted in his tasks for the sake of the 
fascinating feelings which they yielded him in their performance. 
Poetry was the chosen gift of his mind, which his pleasure lay 
in cultivating : in other things he wished not that his habits or 
enjoyments should be different from those of other men. 

At Weimar his present way of life was like his former one 
at Jena : his business was to study and compose ; his recrea- 
tions were in the circle of his family, where he could abandon 
himself to affections, grave or trifling, and in frank and cheer- 
ful intercourse with a few friends. Of the latter he had lately 
formed a social club, the meetings of which afforded him a 
regular and innocent amusement. He still loved solitary walks : 
in the Park at Weimar he might frequently be seen wandering 
among the groves and remote avenues, with a note-book in his 
hand ; now loitering slowly along, now standing still, now 
moving rapidly on ; if any one appeared in sight, he would 
dart into another alley, that his dream might not be broken.*^ 
'One of his favourite resorts,' we are told, 'was the thickly- 
■ overshadowed rocky path which leads to the Rbmiichi Hans, 
• a pleasure-house of the Duke's, built under the direction of 
' Goethe. There he would often sit in the gloom of the crags, 
' overgrown with cj^presses and boxwood ; shady hedges before 
' him ; not far from the murmur of a little brook, which there 
' gushes in a smooth slaty channel, and where some verses of 
' Goethe are cut upon a brown plate of stone, and fixed in the 
' rock.' He still continued to study in the night : the morning 
was spent with his children and his wife, or in pastimes such 
as we have noticed ; in the afternoon he revised what had been 
last composed, wrote letltrs, ov visited his friends. His evenings 

compared in his head, before 
' putting down a line of it on paper. He used to coll a work Tiadyso soon 
' '" ' 'n his spirit was complete", hence in the ^uh^ ttwe often 
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were often passed in the theatre : it was the only pubUc place 
of amusement which he ever visited; nor was it for the pur- 
pose of amusement that he visited this : it was his ohservatory, 
where he watched the effect of scenes and situations ; devised 
new schemes of art, or corrected old ones. To the players he 
was kind, friendly : on nights when any of his pieces had been 
acted successfully or for the first time, he i;sed to invite the 
leaders of the company to a supper in the Stadthaus, where 
the time was spent in mirthful diversions, one of which was 
frequently a recitation, by Genast, of the Capuchin's sermon in 
WallensUiii s Camp. Except on such rare occasions, he re- 
turned home directly from the theatre, to hght his midnight 
lamp, and commence the most earnest of his labours. 

The assiduity, with which lie struggled for improvement in 
dramatic composition, had now produced its natural resuh : 
the requisitions of his taste no longer hindered the operation 
of his genius ; art had at length became a second nature. A 
new proof at once of his fertility, and of his solicitude for far- 
ther improvement, appeared in 1803, The Braut -voh Messina 
was an experiment ; an attempt to exhibit a modern subject 
and modern sentiments in an antique garb. The principle on 
which the interest of this play rests is the Fatalism of the an- 
cients : the plot is of extreme simplicity ; a Chorus also is in- 
troduced, an elaborate discussion of the nature and uses of that 
accompaniment being prefixed by way of preface. The experi- 
ment was not successful : with a multitude of individual beau- 
ties this Bridi of Messina is found to be ineffectual as a whole : 
it does not move us ; the great object of every tragedy is not at- 
tained. The Chorus, which Schiller, swerving from the Greek 
models, has divided into two contending parts, and made to ei 
and depart with the principals to whom they are attached, has 
in his hands become the medium of conveying many beautiful 
effusions of poetry ; but it retards the progress of the plot 1 it 
dissipates and diffuses our sympathies ; the interest we should 
take in the fate and prospects of Manuel and Cassar, is ex- 
pended on the fate and prospects of man. For beautiful and 
touching delineations of life; for pensive and pathetic re ' 

i, and images, conveyed in language simple but ne 
,5 and emphatic, this tragedy stands high in the rank of m^ 
n compositions. There isiti ila.b\ea\.^tA"iCiNja^\.«^4B.v»; 
_ aad judwtr, mingled uupres&ivel) wvftvX^vtt iteJim^,?. * ^m^^'"^^*^ 
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whose very hopes arc chequered and solemn. The implai 
Destiny which consigns the brothers lo mutual enmity and 
fnutunt dt'slruction, for the guilt of a past generation, involv- 
ing H Mulher and a Sister in their ruin, spreads a sombre hue 
flvcr all the poem ; we arc not unmoved by the characters of 
i|fae hostile Brothers, and wc pity the hapless and amiable Bea- 
Urice, the victim of their feud. Still there is too little action in 
the pUy : the incidents are too abundantly diluted with reflec- 
tion; the interest pauses, Hags, and fails to produce its fiiU 
•AcCt. For its specimens of lyrical poetry, tender, affecting, 
■omclimcs exquisitely beautiful, the Bride o/ Messina will long 
deserve a careful perusal ; but as exemplifying a new form of 
the drama, it has found no imitators, and is likely to find none. 
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The slight degree of failure or miscalculation which oc- 
curred in the present instance, was next year abundantly re- 
deemed. IVilkelm Tell, sent out in 1804, is one of Schiller's 
Vtry tluest dramas; it exhibits some of the highest triumphs 
\)hich his genius, combined with his art, ever renlised. The 
ftrat descent of Fieedom to our modern world, the first unfiirl- 
inu of her standard on the rocky pinnacle of Europe, is here 
Mlebrated in the style which it deserved. There is no false 
tinsel-decoration about Tel/, no sickly refinement, nu declama- 
tory sentimentality. All is downright, simple, and agreeable 
to Nature; yet all is adorned and purified and rendered beau- 
tiful, without losing its resemblance. An air of freshness and 
wholesomeness breathes over it ; we are among honest, in- 
otfensivc, yet fearless peasants, untainted by the vices, undaz- 
»]ed by the theories, of more complex and perverted conditions 
of society. The opening of the first scene sets us down among 
the Alps. It is 'a high rocky shore of the Luxern Lake, oppo- 
' site to Schwyix. The lake makes a little bight in the land, a 
' hut stands at a short distance from the bank, the lisher-boy 
' is rowing himself about in his boat. Beyond the lake, on the 

■ other side, we see the green meadows, the hamlets and farms 

■ of Schwylz, lying in the clear sunshine. On our leli arc ob- 

■ served the peitks of the Hacken surrounded with clouds: to 
' the right, and far in the distance, appear the glaciers. We 
' tipftr the ritnci des •uaches and the tinkling of caUle-helW." 

iwf impression never leaves us-, we ate to asteac-^Vtrtt 
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alt is grand and lovely ; but it is the loveliness and grandeur 
of unpretending, unadulterated Nature. These Swlt«er5 are 
not Arcadian shepherds or speculative patriots; there is not 
one crook or beechen bowl among them, and they never men- 
tion the Social Contract, or (he Rights of Man. They are 
honest people, driven by oppression to assert llieir privileges; 
and they go to work like men in earnest, bene on the despatch 
of business, not on the display of sentiment. They are not 
philosophers or tribunes; but frank, stalwart landmen: even 
in the field of Riitli, they do not forget their common feelings ; 
the party that arrive first indulge in a harmless little ebullition 
of parish vanity: " If'e' are first here!" they say, "we Unter- 
waldeners I" They have not charters or written laws to which 
they can appeal ; but they have the traJitionary rights of tlieit 
fathers, and bold hearts and strong arms to make them good. 
The rules by which they steer are not deduced from remote 
premises, by a fine process of thought; they are the accumu- 
lated result of experience, transmitted from peasant sire to 
peasant son. There is something singularly pleasing in this 
exhibition of genuine humanity ; of wisdom, embodied in old 
adages and practical mttxims of prudence ; of magnanimity, 
displayed in the quiet unpretending discharge of the humblest 
every>day duties. Truth is superior lo Fiction; we feel at home 
among these brave good people; their fortune interests us more 
than that of all the brawling, vapid, sentimental heroes In crea- 
tion. Yet to make them interest us was the very highest problem 
of art ; It was lo copy lowly Nature, to give us a copy of it 
embellished and refined by the agency of genius, yet preserv- 
ing the likeness in every lineament. The highest qnahty of art 
is lo conceal itself: these peasants of Schiller's are what every 
one imagines he could imitate successfully; yet in the hands 
of any but a true and strong-minded poet they dwindle into 
repulsive coarseness or mawkish insipidity. Among our own 
writers, who have tried such subjects, we remember none that 
has succeeded equally with Schiller. One potent but ill-fated 
genius has. in far different circumstances and with far other 
means, shown that he could have equalled him : the Cotter's 
Saturday Night of Burns is, in its own humble way, as quietly 
beautiful. a& simplex mkiuliliis, as the scenes of TV//. No other 
n approached them ; lliou^'h some ^Aiei -^etyaft^V'SMc 
tAi. Wordsworth is nra wifiwas'j wasi-. 




154 SCHILLER AT JENA. RmiiJ, 

llis pedlars, and leech-gatberers, and dalesmen, without tbeii 
■tiractions and iheir moral ; but they sink into whining drivd- 
V , krs beside Rosselmatm the Priest, UlrU the Sntiik, Hans ^&l 
Willi, nnd ihc other sturdy coniederaies of RCitli. 

Tlic skill with which the events are concateaated in this 
piny iiurrcK ponds to the truth of its delineation of character. 
The incidents of the Swiss Revolution, as detailed in Tschudi 
or Mkilkr, are here faithfully preserved, even to their minutest 
branches. The beauty of Schiller's descriptions all can reltsh- 
Oieir fidelity iii what surprises every reader who has been in 
SwUierland. Schiller never saw the scene of his play ; but his 
dliiitcncc, hi« quiekness and intensity of conception, supplied 
ihl* defect. Mountain and mountaineer, conspiracy and action, 
itir 4II brought before us inlheir true forms, all glowing in the 
iDlUl «un»l)inc of the poet's fancy. The tyranny of Gessler, and 
the misery to which it has reduced the land; the exasperation, 
yel |Ulicnt courage of the people; their characters, and those 
OTlUeir leaders, Fiirst, Slaulfacher, and Melchthal; their exer- 
I Uuni and ultimate success, described as they are here, keep up 
B constant interest in the piece. It abounds inaction, as much 
it» the iSiide 0/ Messina is defective in that point. 

But the finest delineation is undoubtedly the character of 
Wilhelm Tell, the hero of the Swiss Revolt, and of the present 
drama. In Tell are combined all the attributes of a great man, 
without the help of education or of great occasions to develop 
them. His knowledge has been gathered chiefly from his own 
experience, and this is bounded by his native mountains: he 
has had no lessons or examples of splendid «rtue, no wish or 
opportunity to earn renown : he has grown up 10 manhood, a 
simple yeoman of the Alps, among simple yeomen ; and has 
never aimed at being more. Yet we trace in him a deep, re- 
flective, earnest spirit, thirsting for activity, yet bound in by 
the wholesome dictates of prudence ; a heart benevolent, gener- 
ous, unconscious alike of boasting or of fear. It is this salu- 
brious air of rustic, unpretending honesty (hat forms the great 
beauty in Tell's character; all is native, all is genuine; he does 
not declaim ; he dislikes to talk of noble conduct, he eichibils 
it. He speaks little of his freedom, because he has always en- * 
Joyed it, and feels that he can alivays defend it. His reasons 
*^or destroying Gessler are not drawn from iuriscorvsuilli a.i\d. 
iters oa morality, but from the eve(\ast\ng\nst:vi\c\.5 ol'H^.-mcf- 
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the Austrian Vogt must die; because if not, the wife and children' 
of Tell will be destroyed by him. The scene, where the peace- 
ful but indomitable archer sits waiting forGessler in the hollow 
way among the rocks of Kiissnacht, presents him in a striking 
light. Former scenes had shown us Tell under many amiable 
and attractive aspects; we knew that he was lender as well as 
brave, that he loved to haunt the mountain tops, and inhale in 
silent dreams the influence of their wild and magnificent beauty 
we had seen hini the most manly and warm-hearted of father! 
and husbands; intrepid, modest, and decisive in the midst 
peril, and venturing his life to bring help to the oppress! 
But here his mind is exalted into stern solemnity; it 
dples of action come before us with greater clearness, 
its fiery contest. The name of murder strikes a damp 
his frank and fearless spirit; while the recollection of his chilfl 
dren and their mother proclaims emphatically that there 
remedy. Gesslcr must perish: Tell swore it darkly in his 
soul, when the monster forced him to aim at the head of his 
boy; and he will keep his oath. His thoughts wander to and 
fro, but his volition is unalterable ; the free and peaceful moun- 
taineer is to become a shedder of blood ; woe to them that have 
made him so I 

Travellers come along the pass ; the unconcern of their 
everyday existence is strikingly contrasted with the dark and 
fateful purposes of Tell. The shallow innocent garrulity of 
Stiissi the Forester, the maternal vehemence of Armgart's Wife, 
the hard-hearted haughtiness of Gessler, successively presented- 
to us, give an air of truth to the delineation, and deep 
impreasiveness of the result. 

Act IV. Scene III. 

Tht hellina way at Kussnatht. Yim dacttui from behind amid racks; 
and tntBtlltrs, liefert opptariM^ on the scute, arc sim from the hagAt 
ihcn/e. Racks encircle the wbnle sfacei in oiic of the firtmosi is a 
irojediHg crag tniirgrown ■with brushwood. 

Tell [enters ivith his 6otv\. 
Here through the hollow way he'll pass; there 
No other road to KUssnacht : here I'll do it 1 
The opportunity is good ; the bushes 
Of alder (here will hide me; (totn 'fcto ■^wA 
My arrow hits him i the stn\t, pass ycCTgitft^ 
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Pursuit. Now, Gessler, balance thy account 

With Heaven! Thou must be gone: thy sand is run. 

Remote and harmless I have liv'd ; my bow- 
Ne'er bent save on the wild beast of the forest ; 
My thoughts were free of murder. Thou hast scar'd me 
From ray peace ; to fell asp-poison hast thou 
Changed the milk of kindly temper in me ; 
Thou hast accustom'd me to horrors. Cicssler ! 
The archer who could aim at his boy's head 
Can send an arrow to his enemy's heart. 

Poor little boys ! My kind true wife ! I will 
Protect them from thee, Landvogt ! When I drew 
That bowstring, and my hand was quiv'ring, 
And with devilish joy thou mad'st me point it 
At the child, and I in fainting anguish 
Entreated thee in vain ; then with a grim 
Irrevocable oath, deep in my soul, 
I vow*d to God in Heav'n, that the next aim 
I took should be thy heart. The vow I made 
In that despairing moment's agony 
Became a holy debt ; and I will pay it. 

Thou art my master, and my Kaiser's Vogt ; 
Yet would the Kaiser not have suffer'd thee 
To do as thou hast done. He sent thee hither 
To judge us ; rigorously, for he is angry ; 
But not to glut thy savage appetite 
With murder, and thyself be safe, among us : 
There is a God to punish them that wrong us. 

Come forth, thou bringer once of bitter sorrow, 
My precious jewel now, my trusty yew I 
A mark I'll set thee, which the cry of woe 
Could never penetrate : to thee it shall not 
Be impenetrable. And, good bowstring! 
Which so oft in sport hast serv'd me truly. 
Forsake me not in this last awful earnest ; 
Yet once hold fast, thou faithful cord ; thou oft 
For me hast wing'd the biting arrow ; 
Now send it sure and piercing, now or never ! 
Fail this, there is no second in my quiver. 

[ Travellers cross the scene. 

Here let me sit on this stone bench, set up 
For brief rest to the wayfarer ; for here 
^here is no home. Each pushes on c\\xvcV, \\axv€\ew\., 
sgarding not the other or his sorrows. 
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Here goes tlie anxinus merchalil, and the li^ht 

Uamoaeyed pilgrim; the pole piuua monk, 

The gloomy robber, and the mirtUful ihnwman j 

The carrier with his heavy-laden horse. 

Who comes from far-off lands; for every ro^d 

Will lead one to Ihe end o' th' World. 

They pass; each haalening forward on his path, 

I'ursuing his own bu.finess: mine is death! [Si/i Jinvii. 

Srewhile^ my children, were your father oul, 
There was a. merriment at his return ; 
For still, on coining home, he brought you somewhal. 
Might be an Alpine flower, rare bird, or elf-lKiU, 
Such as the wand'rer finds upon the mountains; 
Now he is gone in quest of other spoil. 
On the wild way he sits with Ihouglils of murder! 
'Tis for his.enemy's life he lies in wait. 
And yet on you, dear children, yon alone 
He thinks OS thea: for your sake is he here; 
To guard you from the Tyrant's vengeful mood, 
He bends his peaceful bow for work of blood. {Sis/s. 

No common game I watch for. Does the hunter 
Think it nought to roam the livelong day, 
In winter's cold ; (o risk the desp'rale leap 
From crag to crag, to climb the alipp'ry face 
O' th' diziy steep, glueing his steps in's blowl ; 
And all to catch a pitiful chamois ? 
Here is a richer prise afield : the heart 
Of my sworn enemy, that would destroy me. 

[A samtd of gay music is heard in lAc distance .- il approaehes, 

AH my days, the bow has been my comrade, 
I have trained myself to archery ; oil 
Have I took the bull's-eye, many a priie 
Brought home from meny shooting; but today 
I will perform my master-feat, and win me 
The best priie in the circuit of the hills. 

\A tuedding company crosses lie scene, and moililts Uf through 
Ihe Pass. Till leala at them, leaning on his bew; Slrissi 
the Forester joint Aim. 
STtSSl. Tii Klostermey'r of Morlischacheo holds 
His bridal feast today: a wealthy man ; 
Has half a score of glens i' th' Alps. They're going 
To fetch the bride from Imisee; tonight 
There will be miith and wassail down at Kussnacht.' 
Come you I All honest people ! 
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Stussi. If soiTow press you, dash it from your heart ! 
Seize what you can : the times are hard ; one needs 
To snatch enjojrment nimbly while it passes. 
Here 'tis a bridal, there 'twill be a burial. 

Tell. And oftentimes the one leads to the other. 

Stussi. The way o' th' world at present ! There is nought 
But mischief everywhere : an avalanche 
Has come away in Glarus ; and, they tell me, 
A side o' th' Glamish has sunk under ground. 

Tell. Do, then, the very hills give way ! On earth 
Is nothing that endures. 

SxiJssr. In foreign parts, too. 

Are strange wonders. I was speaking with a man 
From Baden : a Knight, it seems, was riding 
To the King ; a swarm of hornets met him 
By the way, and fell on's horse, and stung it 
Till it dropt down dead of very torment, 
And the poor Knight was forced to go afoot. 

Tell. Weak creatures too have stings. 

[Armgart^s Wife enters with several children^ and places her- 
self at the entrance of the Pass. 

StCssi. 'Tis thought to bode 

Some great misfortune to the land ; some black 
Unnatural action. 

Tell. Ev'ry day such actions 

Occur in plenty : needs no sign or wonder 
To foreshow them. 

Stussi. .Ay, truly! Well for him 

That tills his field in peace, and undisturb'd 
Sits by his own fireside ! 

Tell. The peacefulest 

Dwells not in peace, if wicked neighbours hinder. 

[ Tell looks ofteny "with restless expectation^ towards the top of 
the Pass. 

STiJssi. Too true. — Good b'ye! — You're waiting here for some 
one? 

Tell. That am I. 

Stussi. Glad meeting with your friends ! 

You are from Uri ? His Grace the Landvogt 
Is expected thence today. 

Traveller [enters']. Expect not 
The Landvogt now. The waters, from the rain. 
Are flooded, and have swept down all the bridges. [Tell stands up. 

Armgart [coming forward]. 
The Vogt not come ! 

StUssi. Did you want augVil m>iNY\vva\l 

Armgart. Ah \ yes, indeed \ 



Mat 
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StUssi. Why have you plac«1 yourself 

In this slrail pass to meet him ? 

Armgakt. Ie the pass 

He cannot turn aside from me, roust hear me. 

'Ill kaslily dmvn the P,iss, nml calh info ffi 

ke way ! make way 1 My lonl the Landvogt 
Is riding close at hsnd. 

Armgaht. The Landvogt coming! 

[Sii'gaa with her children to Ihe fronl of Ihe Scene. Ccu 
ler and Rudolph der Harms appear on horsehack at Ih 
top of Ihe Fms. 
'Slitssi [lo Frieahardtl. 

got you through the water, when the (luod 
Had carried down the bridges ? 

Fhiess. We have battled 

With the billows, friend ; we heed no Alp-flood. 
STOsSI. Were you o' boHrd i' th' slorm ? 
Fmess. That were we ; 

While I live, I shall remember '1, 

StBSSi. Slay, stay! 

O, tell me ! 

Friegs, Cannot; must run on t' Eiinounce 
His lordship in the Caslle. \Exii 

StOsSI. Had these fellows 

I' Ih' boat been honest people, 'l would have sunk 
With ev'ry soul of them. But for such rajtehells, 
Neither fire nor flood will kill them, \He looks rvund] Whither 
Went (he Mountain -man «-iis talking with roe ? [ExH. | 

Gesslbb and Rudolph der Harras oh harseiaci. 
Gessleb. Say what you like, I am the Kaiser's servant. 
And must think of pleasing him. He sent me 
Not 10 caress these hinds, lo soothe or noise them : 
Obedience is the word ! The point al issue is 
Shall Boor or Kaiser here be lord o' th' land. 

Armgaht. Now is the moment ! Now for my petition ! 

l.^ppraacies timid/y. 
Gessler. TMs Hat at Aldorf, mark you, I set up 
Not for Ihe joke's sake, or to tiy (he hearts 
0' th' people; these I know of old: but Ihat 
They might he taught lo bend their necks to me. 
Which are too straiglit and stiff: and in the way 
Where they are hourly pas.i!ng, I have planted 
This offence, (hat so their eyes may fall on'l, 
Aad remind them of their lord, whom diey tox^W.. 

RvDOLFH. But jet the people tavcwmen^Joi — 
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(iESSLER. Which now 

Is not a time for settling or admitting. 
Mighty things are on the anvil. The house 
Of Hapsburg must wax powerful ; what the Father 
Gloriously began, the Son must forward : 
This people is a stone of stumbling, which 
One way or t'other must be put aside. 

[ They are about to pass along. The Woman throws ficrself 
before tJie Latidvogt. 

Armgart. Mercy, gracious Landvogt ! Justice ! Justice ! 

Gessler. Why do you plague me here, and stop my way, 
1' th' open road ? Off ! Let me pass ! 

Armgart. My husband 

Is in prison ; these orphans cry for bread. 
Have pity, good your Grace, have pity on us ! 

Rudolph. Who or what are you, then? Who is your husband? 

Armgart. A poor wild-hay-man of the Rigiberg, 
Whose trade is, on the brow of the abyss. 
To mow the common grass from craggy shelves 
And nooks to which the cattle dare not climb. 

Rudolph \to Gess/er]. By Heaven, a wild and miserable life! 
Do now ! do let the poor dmdge free, I pray you ! 
Whatever be his crime, that horrid trade 
Is punishment enough. 

[ To the Woman] You shall have justice : 
In the Castle there, make your petition ; 
This is not the place. 

Armgart. No, no ! I stir not 

From the spot till you give up my husband ! 
'Tis the sixth month* he has lain i' th' dungeon. 
Waiting for the sentence of some judge, in vain. 

Gessler. Woman ! Wouldst' lay hands on me ? Begone ! 

Armgart. Justice, Landvogt ! thou art judge o' th' land her?, 
I' th' Kaiser's stead and God's. Perform thy duty ! 
As thou expectest justice from above, 
Show it to us. 

Gessler. Off ! Take the mutinous rabble 
From my sight. 

Armgart [catches the bridle of the horse]. 
No, no ! I now have nothing 
More to lose. Thou shalt not move a step, Vogt, 
Till thou hast done me right. Ay, knit thy brows. 
And roll thy eyes as sternly as thou wilt ; 
We are so wretched, wretched now, we care not 
Aught more for thy anger. 

Gessler. Woman, make Nva.^ \ 

Or else my horse shall crush thee. 
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Armgart. Let it ! there — 

[She pulls her chihirm to the i^i'ound^ and throius herself 
atoiii^ with them in his way. 
Here am I with my children: let the orphans 
Be trodden underneath thy Iiorse's hoofs! * 
' Tis not the worst that thou hast done. 
Rudolph. Woman! Art' mad? 
Armcjart \:uilh still s^rcater violence\. 

'Tis long that thou hast trodden 
The Kaiser's people under foot. Too long ! • 

O, I am but a woman ; were I a man, 
I should find something else to do than lie 
Here crying in the dust. 

[The music of the IVedJiug is heard a^ain^ at the top of the 
PasSy but softened by distance. 
Gessler. Where are my servants ? 

Quick! Take her hence! I may forget myself, 
And do the thing I shall repent. 

RuDOLPir. My lord, 

The servants cannot pass ; the place above 
Is crowded by a bridal company. 

Gessler. I've been too mild a ruler to this people ; 
They are not tamed as they should be ; their tongues 
Are still at liberty. This shall be alter'd ! 
I will break that stubborn humour; Freedom 
With its pert vauntings shall no more be heard of: 
I will enforce a new law in these lands ; 
There shall not — 

\An arroria pierces him ; he claps his hand upon his heart, 
and is about to sink. lP7th a" faint voice 
God be merciful to me! 
Rudolph. Herr Landvogt — God ! What is it ? Whence came it ? 
Armgart [springing up]. 
Dead ! dead ! He totters, sinks ! 'T has hit him ! 

Rudolph \springs from his horse]. 
Horrible! — O God of Heaven! — Herr Ritter, 
Cry to God for mercy ! You are dying. 
Gessler. 'Tis Tell's arrow. 

\^flas slid down from his horse into Rudolph^s arms, who 
sets him on the stone bench. 
Tell \appears above^ on the point of the rock]. 

Thou hast found the archer ; 
Seek no other. Free are the cottages, 
Secure is innocence from thee; thou wilt 
Torment the land no more. 

[Disappears from the hdghU The t)eo^\e yu^H x^« 
StOssi [far^Mostl What"? VJVvaV\vaiS»V^:^^«c^^"^ 
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Armgart. The Landvogt shot, kill'd by an arrow. 
People [rusAingin]. Who? 

Who is shot ? 

\^Whil5t the foremost of the Wedding company enter on the 
Scene^ the hindmost are still on the height, and t/ie musie 
continues. 
Rudolph. He's bleeding, bleeding to death. 
Away ! Seek help ; pursue the murderer ! 
I^ost man ! Mu.st it so end with thee ? Thou wouldst not 
Hear ray warning ! 

StOssl Sure enough ! There lies lie 

Pale and going fast. 

Many Voices. Who was it killed him? 
Rudolph. Are the people mad, that they make music 
Over murder? Stop it, I say! 

[ The music ceases suddenly ; more people come crowding 
round. 

Herr Landvogt, 
Can you not speak to me ? Is there nothing 
You would entrust me with ? 

[Gessler makes signs with his hand, and vehemently repeats 
them, as they are not understood. 

Where shall I run ? 
To Kiissnacht ! I cannot understand you : 
O, grow not angry I Leave the things of Earth, 
And think how you shall make your peace with Heaven ! 

[ The whole bridal company surround the dying man with an 
expression of unsympathising horror. 
StCssl Look there ! How pale he grows ! Now ! Death is 
coming 
Round his heart : his eyes grow dim and fixed. 

Armgart \lift5 up one of her children"]. 
See, children, how a miscreant departs I 

Rudolph. Out on you, crazy hags I Have ye no touch 
Of feeling in you, that ye feast your eyes 
On such an object? Help me, lend your hands 1 
Will no one help to pull the tort'ring arrow 
From his breast ? 

Women [start back\. We touch him whom God has smote ! 
Rudolph. My curse upon you I {Draws his sword. 

StCssi \lays his hand on Rudolph^ s arm]. 

Softly, my good Sir! 
Your government is at an end. The Tyrant 
Is fallen : we will endure no farther violence : 
We are free. 

All [/umu/luousfy]. The land is fafte\ 
Rudolph, K^lN tw»sV\.?»o^ 
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Are rev'redce md obedience Eone al7eady ? 

[ To the armed Altendanls, who press in. 
Vou see the tnurd'rous deed thai has been <lone. 
Our help is vain, vain lo pursue the niunJ'rer; 
Other caies demand ■an. On ! To Kiissnacht t 
To save the Kaiser's fortress! For al present 
All bonds of order, duty, are unloosed, 
No man's fidelity is to be trusted. 

[WhilU he debris wilh the AllnHdaais, appear six 
Fralrts MistrlcortUie. 
Armgakt. Room! Ruoml Here come the Friars or Mercy. 
StOssi. The victim slain, the ravens are assembling! 
FRATltES MlSEHICOBBI^ [form ahal/circle round Ike dead body, 
andiinffia a deep tene\. 
With noiseless trend death comes on man, 

No plea, no praj^r delivers him ; 
From midst of busy life's unfinished plan, 

With sudden band, it severs him : 
And ready or not ready, — no delay. 

Forth to his Judge's bar lie must awoy I 
The death of Gessler, which forms the leading object of 
Ihe plot, happens at the end of the fourth act ; Ihe fifth, occu- 
pied with representing the expulsion of his satellites, and the 
Itnal triutnph and liberation of the Swiss, though diversified 
with occurrences and spectacles, moves on with inferior a 
tien. A certain want of unity is, indeed, distinctly fell through- 
out ail the piece ; the incidents do not point one way ; there 
is no connexion, or a very slight one, between the enterprise 
of Tel! and that of the men of Riitli. This is the principal, or 
ratier sole, deficiency of the present work ; a deficiency inse- 
parable from the faithful display of the historical event, and 
far more than compensated by the deeper interest and the 
wider range of action and delineation, which a strict adherence 
lo the facta allows. By the present mode of management, Al- 
pine life in all its length and breadth is placed before u's ; from 
the feudal halls of Attinghausen to Ruodi the Fisher of the 
Luzern Lake, and Armgart, — 

The poor wild-hay-man of the Rigiberg, 
ide is, on the brow of the abyss, 
he common grass from craggy shelves 
And nooks to which the cattle daie not climb,- 
we sund as if tn presence oftVve Smss,\»e\\n\a:m't'0(vt^'2««N^J 
i^f (heir freedQm in hs miviuWsiX. c.\n:.->im«».^'^^*;J^^**~' 
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plicily and unaiTeclcd greatness. The liglu of ihe poet's 
genius is upon Ihc Four Forest Cantons, at the opt-ning ofilw 
Fourteenlli Century ; the whole time and scene shine as with 
the brightness, the truth, nnd more than the beauty, of reality. 

The tragedy of 7V// wants unity of interest and of m ' 
but in spite of this, it may justly claim the high dignity of rank- 
ing ivith the very best of Schiller's plays. Less compreher 
and ambitious than IVnlUnsUin, less ethereal than the y*«f- 
/rau, it has a look of nature and substantial truth, which nei- 
ther of its rivals can boast of. The feelings it inculcates and 
appeals to are those of universal human nature, and presented 
in iheir purest, most unpretending form. There is no high- 
wrought sentiment, no poetic love. Tell loves his wife as hon- 
est men love their wives ; and the episode of Bertha and Ru- 
denz, though beautiful, is very brief, and without effect on the 
general result. It is delightful and salutary to the heart to 
wander among the scenes of Tell : .-ill is loiely, yet all is real. 
Physical and moral grandeur are united ; yet both are the un- 
adorned grandeur of Nature. There are the lakes and green 
viilleys beside us, ihc Schreckhorn, Ihejungfrau, and their sis- 
ter peaks, milh their avalanches and their palaces of ice, all 
glowing in the southern sun ; and dwelling among tliem are a 
race of manly husbandmen, heroic without ceasing lo be homely, 
poetical without ceasing to be genuine. ■ 

We have dwelt the longer on this play, not only on account 
of its peculiar fascinations, but aho — as it is our last ! Schil- 
ler's faculties had never been more brilliant than at present ; 
strong in mature age, in rare and varied accomplishments, he 
was now reaping the full fruit of his studious vigils ; the rapidity 
with which he wrote such noble poems, at once betokened the 
exuberant riches of his mind and Ihe prompt command which 
he enjoyed of them. Still ail that he had done seemed but a 
fraction of his appointed task : a bold imagination was carry- 
ing him forward into distant untouched fields of thought and 
poetry, where triumphs yet more glorious were to be gained. 
Schemes of new writings, new kiiids of writing, were budding 
in his fancy ; he was yet, as he had ever been, surrounded by 
multitude of projects, and full of ardnur to labour in fulfill- 
But Schiller's labours and mMrapUs viere iiawm^ 
The invisible Mes&engei -wai. alvsai^i ■a'*'^. ■"'^■^'^ 
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overtakes alike llie busy and tlic idle, wliicli nricals man in llic 
DiidstoF his pleasures or his occupations, iimi changis hh eouH- 
Uuaiire and semis him away. 

In 1S04, Iiavin;; been at Ucrlici ivitncssinc ihc cKhibilion 
of his Williel'ii Tell, he was sci;(cil, while reluming, witli a 
paroxysm of that malady which for many years liad never wholly 
left him. The ntlack was fierce an'd violent ; it brought him 
lo the verge of the grave; hut he escaped once more; was con- 
sidered out of danger, and again resumed his poetical cniploy- 
nicnts. Besides various translations from the French and 
Italian, he had sketched a tragedy on the history of Perktn 
Warbeck, and finished two acts of one on that of a kindred but 
more fortunate impostor, Dimitri of Russia. His mind, it 
would appear, was also frequently engaged with more solemn 
and sublime ideas. The universe of human thought he had 
now explored and enjoyed ; but lie seems to have found no 
permanent contentment in any of its provinces. Many of his 
later poems indicate an incessant and increasing longing for 
some solution of the mystery of life ; at times it is a gloomy 
rcsignalion to the want and the desjiair of any. His ardent 
spirit could not satisfy itself with things seen, though gilded 
with all the glories of intellect and imagination; it soared away 
in search of other lands, looking with unutterable desire for 
some surer and brighter home beyond the horizon of this world. 
Death he had no reason to regard as probably a near event ; 
but we easily perceive that the awful secrets connected with it 
had long been famihar to his contemplation. Theveil which 
hid them from his eyes was now shortly, when he looked not 
for it, to be rent asunder. 

The spring of 1805, which Schiller had anticipated with 
no ordinary hopes of enjoyment and activity, came on in its 
course, cold, bleak, and stormy; and along with it his sickness 
returned. The help of physicians was vain ; the unwearied 
services of trembling affection were vain ; his disorder kept in- 
creasing; on the 9th of May it reached a crisis. Early in the 
morning of that day he grew insensible, and by degrees deli- 
rious. Among his expressions, the word IJflitenberg was fre- 
quently noticed ; a word of no import ; indicating, as some 
thought, the writer of that name, whose works he had lateW 
been reading ; according to olhcrs, *.\ie cas.&e iA\j»\**.'i*^^'*.- 
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The poet and the sige ivas soon to lie low ; but his 
friends were spared the farther pain of seeing him depart in 
madness. The fiery canopy of physiCFiI suffering, which had 
bewildered and blinded his thinking faculties, was drawn aside; 
and the spirit of Schiller looked forth in its wonted serenity, 
once again before it passed away forever. After noon his de- 
lirium abated; about four o'clock he felt into a soft slecep, from 
which he ere long awoke in full possession of his senses. Re- 
stored to consciousness in that hour, when the soul is cut off 
from human help, and man must front the King of Terrors on 
his own strength, Schiller did not faint or fail in this his last 
and sharpest trial. Feeling that his end was come, he ad- 
dressed himself to meet it as became him : not with affected 
carelessness or superstitious fear, but with tlie quiet unpretend- 
ing manliness which had marked the tenor of his life. Of his 
friends and family he took a touching but a tranquil farewell : 
he ordered that his funeral should be private, without pomp or 
parade. Some one inquiring how he felt, he said "Calmer 
andcalmtr;" simple but memorable words, expressive of the 
mild heroism of the man. About six he sank into a deep sleep; 
once for a moment he looked up with a lively air, and said, 
" Many things weregrowing plain and clear to him .'" Again 
he closed his eyes ; and his steep deepened and deepened, till 
it changed into the sleep from which there is no awakening ; 
and all tliai remained of Schiller was a lifeless form, soon to 
be mingled with the clods of the valley. 

The news of Schiller's death fell cold on many a heart : not 
in Germany alone, but over Europe, it was regarded as a public 
loss, by all who understood its meaning. In Weimar especially, 
the scene of his noblest efforts, the abode of his chosen friends, 
the sensation it produced was deep and universal. The public 
places of amusement were shut; all ranks m:ide haste to testify 
their feelings, to honour themselves and the deceased by tri- 
butes to his memory, it was Friday when Schiller died ; his 
funeral was meant to be on Sunday; but the state of his re- 
mains made it necessary to proceed before. Doering thus de- 
scribes the ceremony : 

'According to his own directions, the bier was to be borne 

By private burghers of the city ; but seveiaV Yo<i\v^a.TiAs^.&^tv4. 

TbrfcuZft oat 0/ reverence for ibe decease:*, i.aoVv\. ^tom'Chcm.^II 
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' It was belween midnight and one in ilie morning, when they 
' approached the churchyard. The overclouded heaven threat- 
' ened rain. But as the bier was set down beside the grave, 
' the clouds suddenly split asunder, and the moon, coming 
' forth in peaceful clearness, threw her first rays on the coffia 
' of the Departed. They lowered him into the grave ; and the 
' moon again retired behind her clouds. A fierce tempest of 
' wind began to howl, as if it were reminding the bystanders 
' of their great, irreparable loss. At this moment who could 
' have applied without emotion the poet's own words: 

Alas, the niddy morning tinges 

A silent, cokl, sepulchral slnne; 
And evening throws her crimson fringes 

But round his slumber dark and luQel' 



So lived and so died Friedrich Schiller; a man on whose 
history other men will long dwell with a mingled feehng of 
reverence and love. Our humble record of his life and writings 
is drawing to an end ; yet we still linger, loth to part with a 
spirit so dear to us. From the scanty and too much neglected 
field of his biography, a few slight facts and indications may 
still be gleaned ; slight, but distinctive of him as an individual, 
atid not to be despised in a penurj' so great and so unmerited. 

Schiller's age was forty-five years and a few months when 
he died.'* Sickness hadlongwasted his form, which at no time 
could boast of faultless symmetry. He was tall and strongly 
boned; but unmuscular and lean: his body, it might be per- 
ceived, was wasting under the energy of a spirit too keen for 
it. His face was pale, the cheeks and temples rather hollow, 
the chin somewhat deep and slightly projecting, the nose in*' 
gularly aquUine, his hair inclined to auburn. Withal his cOHtV 
tenance was attractive, and had a certain manly beauty. The 
iips were curved together in a line, expressing delicate Bn4 
honest sensibility ; a silent enthusiasm, impetuosity not uti* 
checked by melancholy, gleamed in his softly kindled eye* Mid 
pale cheeks, and the brow was high and thoughtful. To juii^ 
« ' He left a widow, iwo sons, and two daughlera." of whom we tt^nst 

to lay thai we have learned nothing. 'Of his thrcp sisters, Un "' 

' died before him ; [he eldest K married lo the Hofralh Reinwald. 
ie second (o Herr Frankh, the dergyliati rf ■W.wSiwSW., 
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Stussi. If sorrow press you, dash it from your heart ! 
Seize what you can : the times are hard ; one needs 
To snatch enjojrment nimbly while it passes. 
Here 'tis a bridal, there 'twill be a burial. 

Tell. And oftentimes the one leads to the other. 

STiJSSi. The way o' th' world at present ! There is nought 
But mischief everywhere : an avalanche 
Has come away in Glarus ; and, they tell me, 
A side o' th' Glarnish has sunk under ground. 

Tell. Do, then, the very hills give way ! On earth 
Is nothing that endures. 

StUssl In foreign parts, too, 

Are strange wonders. I was speaking with a man 
From Baden : a Knight, it seems, was riding 
To the King ; a swarm of hornets met him 
By the way, and fell on's horse, and stung it 
Till it dropt down dead of very torment, 
And the poor Knight was forced to go afoot. 

Tell. Weak creatures too have stings. 

[Armgarfs Wife enters with several children^ and places her- 
self at the entrance of the Pass. 

StOssi. 'Tis thought to bode 

Some great misfortune to the land ; some black 
Unnatural action. 

Tell. Ev'ry day such actions 

Occur in plenty : needs no sign or wonder 
To foreshow them. 

Stussl . Ay, truly ! Well for him 

That tills his field in peace, and undisturb'd 
Sits by his own fireside ! 

Tell. The peacefulest 

Dwells not in peace, if wicked neighbours hinder. 

[ Tell looks often^ with restless expectcUion^ towards the top of 
the Pass. 

Stijssl Too true. — Good b'ye! — You're waiting here for some 
one? 

Tell. That am I. 

SrtJssr. Glad meeting with your friends ! 

You are from Uri ? His Grace the Landvogt 
Is expected thence today. 

Traveller \enters\ Expect not 
The Landvogt now. The waters, from the rain, 
Are flooded, and have swept down all the bridges. \Tell stands up. 

Armgart [coming forward]. 
The Vogt not come ! 

Srtfssi. Did you want augVil rnVJa-Vvoxl 

Armgart. Ah I yes, indeed \ 
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Why have you plncEd yourself 
In Ihe pass 



ifli/ mils i: 
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In this strait pais lo meet 

Armgart. 
He cannot turn aside from 

Fkiesshardt {routes hastily dmiin ihf Fat 

Make way! make wayl My lord Ihe I.sndvogt 
Is riding close at hand. 

ASMGAKT. The Lajidvogt coming! 

[She goes teUh her cHldrfn lo Ikf front of the Scene. Gess- 
ler and Rudolfk dfr Harms affear on Aorsfbaci at Ike 
lop g/lhe Pass. 

STCsSI {to J^riessiardl]. 
How got you through the water, when the flood 
Had carried dowti the bridges ? 

FRffiss. We have battled 

With the billows, friend ; we heed no Alp-flood, 

Srilssi. Were you o' Ijtisrd i' th' slotm ? 

Friess. Thai were we; 

While I live, I shall remember 't. 

StCssi. Slay, sloy ! 

O. lell me I 

FKIEsa. Cannot; must run on t' announce 
His lordship in the Castle. [Exit. 

SrOssr. Had Ihese fellows 

1' Ih' boat been honest people, 't would have sunk 
With ev'ry soul of them. But for such lajiehells, 
Neither fire nor flood wiU kUI them, [ffc loots round] Whither 
Went the Mountain-man was talking with me ? \Eiil. 

GeSSLER and Rt'DuLPH DER HaRRAS OB harsebaci. 

Gbsslee. Say whal you like, I am the Kaiser's servant, 
AaA most think of pleasing him. He sent me 
Not to caress these hinds, lo soothe or nurse them : 
Obedience is the word ! The point at issue is 
Shall Boor or Kaiser here be lord n' th' land. 

Armgart. Now is the moment! Now for my petition ! 

[Approaches timidly. 

Gessler. This Ilat at Aldorf, mark you, I set up 
Not for the joke's sake, or to try the hearts 
O" th" people; these I know of old ! but thai 
They might be taught to bend their necks lo me, 
Whicli are too straight and sliff: and in the way 
Where they are hourly passing, I have planted 
This offence, that so their eyes may fall on't, 
And remind tJiem of their lord, whom l.^iC'^ Sot^ei. 
RVD01.7H. But yet the peop\e have w 
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dinar)' strength than extraordinary fineness or versatility, 
power of dramatic imitation is perhaps never of the very high- 
est, the Shakspeareart kind ; and in its best state, it is farther 
limited to a certain range of characters. Jt is with the grave, 
the earnest, the exalted, the affectionate, the mournful, that he 
succeeds: he is not destitute of humour, as his IVallensteiH's 
Camp will show, but neither is he rich in it ; and for sprightly 
ridicule in any of its forms he has seldom shown cither taste or 
talent, ^hance principally made the drama his department ; 
he might nave shone equally in many others. The vigorous 
and copious invention, the knowledge of life, of men and things, 
displayed in his theatrical pieces, might have been available in 
very different pursuits; frequently the charm of his works has 
littfe to distinguish itfrom ihc charm of intellectual and moral 
force in general: it is often the capacious thought, ihe vivid 
imagery, the impetuous feeling of ihe orator, rather than the 
wild pathos and capricious enchantment of the poet. Yet that 
he was capable of rising to the loftiest regions of poetry, no 
reader of his Maid nf Orleans, his character of Thekia, or many 
oihet of his pieces, will hesitate to grant. Sometimes we sus- 
pect that it is the very grandeur of his general powers which 
prevents us from exclusively admiring his poetic genius. We 
are not hilled by the syren song of poetry, because her melodies 
are blended with the clearer, manlier tones of serious reason, 
and of honest though exalted feeTTli^ 

Much laborious discussion has been wasted in defining 
genius, particularly by Ihe countrymen of Schiller, 
whom have narrowed the conditions of the term so far, as, 
find but three trnn of genius since the world was created 
mer, Shakspeare, and Goethe I From such rigid precisit 
applied to a matter in itself indefinite, there may be ai 
ent, hut there is no real, increase of accuracy. The 
power, the faculty not only of imitating given forms of being, 
but of imagining and representing new ones, which is here at- 
tributed with such distinctness and so sparingly, has been given 
by nature in complete perfection to no man, nor entirely denied 
to any. The shades of it cannot be distinguished by so loose 
a scale as language. A definition of genius which excludes 
such a mind as Schiller's will scarcely be agreeable to philo- 
sophical correctness, and it will lend rathev to Iqvncv Ooati \.q 
e dignity of the word. Possessing aii the scwc'cbX ■ro.eo. 
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ta! faculties in their highest ciegi-ee of strengtli. an intellect 
ever active, vast, powerful, far-sighted ; ac imagination never 
weary of producing grand or beautiful forms ; a heart of the 
noblest temper, sympathies comprehensive yet ardent, feeiings 
vehement, impetuous, yet full of love and kindliness and tender 
pity ; conscious of the rapid and fervid exercise of all these 
powers within him, and able farther to present their products 
refined and harmonised, and 'married to immortal verse,' Schil- 
ler may or may not be called a man of genius by his criiics ; 
but iiis mind in either case will remain one of the most en- 
viable which can fall to the share of a mortal, 

In a poet worthy of that name, the powers of the intellect 
are indissolubly interwoven with the moral feelings; and the 
exercise of his art depends not more on the perfection of the 
one than of the other. The poet, who does not feci nobly and 
justly, as well as passionately, mil never permanently succeed 
in making others feel ; the forms of error and falseness, infinite 
in number, are transitory in duration ; truth, of thought and 
sentiment, but chiefly of sentiment, truth alone is eternal and 
unchangeable. But, happily, a delight in the products of reason 
and imagination can scarcely ever be divided from, at least, 
a love for lirlue and genuine greatness. Our feelings are in 
favour of heroism ; we jwjA to be pure and perfect. Happy 
he whose resolutions are so strong, or whose temptations are 
so weak, that he can convert these fcehngs into action ! The 
L pang, of which, a proud and sensitive nature can be 
s the perception of its own debasement. The sources 
of misery in life are many ; vice is one of the surest. Any hu- 
man creature, tarnished with guilt, will in general be wretched ; 
a man of genius in that case will be doubly so, for his ideas 
of excellence are higher, his sense of failure is more keen. In 
such miseries, Schiller had no share. The sentiments, which 
animated his poetry, were converted into principles of conduct; 
his actions were as blameless as his writings were pure. With 
his simple and high predilections, with his strong devoledness 
to a noble cause, he contrived to steer through life, unsullied 
by its meanness, unsubdued by any of its difficulties or allure- 
ments. With the world, in fact, he had not much to do ; with- 
out eifort, he dwelt apart from it ; its prizes were not the wealth 
which could enrich him. Hk ^teal, ^Vcwa'a^ \ivi •av'w^T. ■iswi, 
-HMs to uafold. ius spirilual £aftii*iea, «> Wwin a.i>a. v^s^'oe^^ 



i62 SCHILLER AT JENA. Part in. 

Armgart. The Landvogt shot, kill'd by an arrow. 
People [rushing in]. Who ? 

Who is shot ? 

[Whilst the forefnost of the Wedding company enter on the 
Scene, the hindmost are still on the height, afid t/te music 
continues. 
Rudolph. He's bleeding, bleeding to death. 
Away ! Seek help ; pursue the murderer ! 
Lost man ! Must it so end with thee ? Thou wouldst not 
Hear my warning ! 

StOssi. Sure enough ! There lies he 

Pale and going fast. 

Many Voices. Who was it killed him? 
Rudolph. Are the people mad, that they make music 
Over murder? Stop it, I say! 

[ The music ceases suddenly ; more people come crowding 
round. 

Herr Landvogt, 
Can you not speak to me? Is there nothing 
You would entrust me with ? 

\Gessler makes signs with his hand, and vehetnently repeats 
them, as they are not understood. 

Where shall I run ? 
To Ktissnacht ! I cannot understand you : 
O, grow not angry ! Leave the things of Earth, 
And think how you shall make your peace with Heaven ! 

[ TTie whole bridal company surround the dying man with an 
expression of unsympathising horror. 
Stussi. Look there ! How pale he grows ! Now ! Death is 
coming 
Round his heart : his eyes grow dim and fixed. 

Armgart [lifts up one of her children]. 
See, children, how a miscreant departs ! 

Rudolph. Out on you, crazy hags ! Have ye no touch 
Of feeling in you, that ye feast your eyes 
On such an object? Help me, lend your hands 1 
Will no one help to pull the tort'ring arrow 
From his breast ? 

Women [start back]. We touch him whom God has smote ! 
Rudolph. My curse upon you ! [Draws his sword. 

SxiJssi [lays his hand on Rudolph's arm]. 

Softly, my good Sir! 
Your government is at an end. The Tyrant 
Is fallen : we will endure no farther violence : 
We are free. 

All Uumuliuously]. The land is ftee\ 
Rudolph. ^^"^ ^'^^ *^^ ^"""^ 



.j«o-.fcs, WILIIELM TELL. 163 

Are rev'rence and obeilience gone alresdy? 

[Ti> Ikt armed AUmdaiUs, u-Aa/msin. 
Vou set the murd'rou& deed tha.t his hten done. 
Our help is voiii, vain to pursue Ihe niurd'rer; 
Other cares demand us> Onl To Kussnachtl 
To save the Kaiser's fontess! For at present 
All bonds of order, duty, are unloosed, 
No man's fidelity is to be irasled. 

I IVAihl An drfiarli wilA tht AUenAinU, apptar lix 
Fratrrs Mhavordiie. 
Aemgakt. Room ! Room 1 Here come the Friars of Mercy. 
StCssi. The victim stain, the ravens are assembling! 
Frathes MisericohdN'E \Jgrm a half-circle round the dead biidy, 
and sing in a dap tmu]. 
With noiseless tread death comes on man, 

No plea, no prayer delivers him ; 
From midst of busy life's unfinished plan, 

With sudden hand, it severs him ; 
And ready or not ready, — no delay, 

Forth to his Judge's bar lie must away I 
The death of Gessler, which forms the leading object of 
tlie plot, happens at the end of the fourth act ; the fifth, occu- 
pied with representing the expulsion of his satellites, and the 
final triumph and liberation of the Swiss, though diversified 
with occurrences and spectacles, moves on with inferior anima- 
tien. A certain want of unity is, indeed, distinctly felt through- 
out ail the piece ; the incidents do not point one way ; there 
is no connexion, or a very slight one, between the enterprise 
of Teli and that of the men of Riitli. This is the principal, or 
rather sole, deticiency of the present work ; a dehclency inse- 
parable from the faithful display of the historical event, and 
far more than compensated by the deeper interest and the 
wider range of action and delineation, which a strict adherence 
to the facts allows. By the present mode of management, Al- 
pine life in all its length and breadth is placed before us; from 
the feudal halls of Attinghausen lo Ruodi the Fisher of the 
Luzern Lake, and Armgart, — 

The poor wild -hay-man of the Rigiberg, 
Whose trade is, od Ihe brow of the abyss. 
To mow the common grass from craggy shelves 
And nooks lo which the csttie dare not cUiub, — 
we stand as if in presence of ibe Sw\sa,\w?ci'A3iw.'^*vft*fl^^'^^- 
aantof ibeir freedom in its mmiiVest c«cmmWsv':»;^«^* 
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cause him pain, permanent pain : real damage, he imagincd^l 
it could hardly cause him. It is irksome and dangerous tQ 
travel in the dark ; but beiier so, than with an Ignisfaluus to 
guide us. Considering the warmth of his sensibilities, Schiller's 
merit on this point is greater than we might at first suppose. 
For a man wiih whom intellect is the ruling or exclusive faculty, 
whose sympathies, loves, hatreds, are comparatively coarse and 
dull, it may be easy to avoid this half-wilful entertainment of 
error, and this cant which is the consequence and sign of it. 
But for a man of keen tastes, a large fund of innate probity is 
necessary to prevent his aping the excellence which he loves 
eo much, yet is unable to attain. Among persons of the latter 
sort, it is extremely rare to nneet with one completely unaffected. 
Schiller's other noble qualities would not have justice, did we 
neglect to notice this, the truest proof of their nobility. Honest, 
unpretending, manly simplicity pervades all pans of his cha- 
racter and genius and habits oflife. We not only admire him, 
we trust him and love him. 

' The character of child-like sinipliciiy,' he has himself ob- 
served,^* 'which genius impresses on its works, it shows also 
' in its private hfe and manners. It is bashful, for nature is 
' ever so; but it is not prudish, for only corruption is prudish. 
' It is clear-sighted, for nature can never be the contrary; but 

■ it is not cunning, for this only art can be. It is faithful to 
' its character and inclinations; but not so much because it is 
' directed by principles, as because after all vibrations nature 
' constantly reverts to her original position, constantly renews 
' her primitive demand. It is modest, nay timid, for genius is 

■ always a secret to itself; but it is not anxious, for it knows 
' not the dangers of the way which it travels. Of the private 
' habits of the persons who have been jieculiarly distinguished 

■ by their genius, our information is small; but the little that 

■ has been recorded for us of the chief of them, — of Sophocles, 
' Archimedes, Hippocrates; and in modern times, of Dante and 
' Tasso, of Rafaelle, Albrecht Diirer, Cervantes, Shakspeare, 
' Fielding, and others, — confirms this observation.' Schiller 
himself confirms it; perhaps more strongly than most of the 
examples here adduced. No man ever wore his faculties more 
meekly, or performed great works with less consciousness of 

. Abstracted from Ihe cotuemfViucm. qI^otosA^ 
» Naive und smtimentaluclu DichWng. 
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his eye was turned upon the objects of his labour, and he puc- ' 
Eued them with the eagerness, the entireness, the spontaneous 
sincerity, of a boy pursuing sport. Hence this "child-lilie sim- 
pbdty,' the last perfection of his other excellencies. 
a mighty spirit unheedful of its might He walked the earth ii 
calm power : ' the staff of his spear was like a weaver's beam ^ 
but he wielded it like a wand. 

.Such, so far as we c;in represent it, is the form in whicn 
Schiller's life and works have gradually painted tlieir cliaraet« 
in the mind of a secluded individual, whose solitude he 1 
often charmed, whom he has instructed, and cheered, i 
moved. The original impression, we know, was faint and in- 1 
adequate, the present copy of it is still more so; yet we have | 
sketched it as we could : the figure of Schiller, and of the figures 
he conceived and drew are there ; himself, ' and in his hand a 
glass which shows us many more.' To those who look on him 
as we have wished to make them, Schiller will not need a farther 
panegyric. For the sake of Literature, it may still be remarked, 
that his merit was peculiarly due to her. Literature w 
creed, the dictate of his conscience ; he was an Apostle of the ] 
Sublime and Beautiful, and this his calling made ; 
him. For it was in the spirit of a true man that he viewed i^ 1 
and undertook to cultivate it; and its inspirations constanlljrl 
maintained the noblest temper in his soul. The end of Liter 
ture was not, in Schiller's judgment, to amuse the idle, or ' 
recreate the busy, by showy spectacles for the imagination, i 
quaint paradoxes and epigrammatic disquisitions for the under-< i 
standing: least of all was it to gratify in any shape the selfisfa^f 
ness of its professors, to minister to their malignity, their love 
of money, or even of fame. For persons who degrade it to 
such purposes, the deepest contempt of which his kindly na- 
ture could admit was at all times in store. 'Unhappy mortal!' 
says he to the literary tradesman, the man who writes for gain, 
■ Unhappy mortal, who with science and art, the noblest of all 
' instruments, effeclest and attemptest nothing more than the 
day-drudge with the meanest; who, in the domain of perfect 
Freedom, bearest about in thee the spirit of Slave !' As Schiller 
viewed it, genuine Literature includes t.hi4 fc?,acn':j& lA ^V-icBe.- 
phy, religion, art ; whatever speats W ^ivc vmTOoft'a^ ■'yi^ "^^ 
~-- The daughter, she is Vikewise X.'btt wm»& (A aSv-^M^^j 
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Spiritunl an<l pynllivt in niir clor.irtcr. The boon 
is Uuth; truth not mcrclj' [iliysical, poliiic.il, ccoiiomicnl, i 
as Ihc sensual man in us is pcrpctu.illy^ demanding, ever jn" 
Ig reward, and likely in general lo lind; but Iniih < " 
feeling, truth of taste, that Inward truth in its thousand modifi- 
cations, which only the most ethereal [lortion of our nature CAn 
discern, but without which thai portion of it languishes and 
dies, and we are left divested of our birthright, thenceforward 
■ of the earth earthy," machines for earning and enjoying, no 
longer worthy to be called the Sons of Heaven. The treasures 
of Literature arc thus cetcstiat, imperishable, beyond all price : 
with her is the shrine of our best hopes, the palladium of pure 
manhood; to be among ihc guardians and servants of this is 
the noblest function that can be intrusted to a mortal. Genius, 
even in its faintest scintillations, is ' the inspired gift of God ;' 
a solemn mandate to its owner to go forth and labour in his 
sphere, lo keep alive 'the sacred fire' among his brethren, 
which the heavy and polluted atmosphere of this world is for- 
ever threatening to extinguish. Woe to him if he neglect this 
roandnie, iflic lienr not its small still voiccl Woe ti ~ 
turn this inspired gift ii 
passions; if he offer it o 
piece of money ! 

'TheArlist, it is true.' says Schiller, ' 
but pity for him jf he is its pupil, or even its favoui 
some beneficent Divinity snatch him when a suckling from 
the breast of his mother, and nurse him with the milk of a 
better time ; that he may ripeji to his full stature beneath a 
distant Grecian sky. And having grown to manhood, lei him 
return, a foreign shape, into bis century ; not, however, to 
delight it by his presence ; but terrible, like the Son of Aga- 
memnon, to purify it. The Matter of his works he will take 
from the present ; but their Fonii he will deri^'C from a nobler 
lime, nay from beyond all time, from the absolute unchanging 
unity of his nature. Here from the pure a;ther of his spiritual 
Haws down the P'ountain of Beauty, uncontaminated 
by the pollutions of ages and generations, which roll lo and 
fro in their turbid vortex far beneath it. His Matter caprice 
:an dishonour as she has ennobled it; but tlie chaste Form 
mtlidrawn from her mutiilions. The Uoman. qI ^SxaftwA. 
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' slalucs of Home were still standing erect ; the temples con- 

■ tinned holy to the eye, when their gods had loni; been a 
' laughing-stock ; and the abominations of a Nero and a. Com- 
' modus were silently rebuked by the style of the edifice which 
' lent them its concealment. Man has lost his dignity, but Art 
' has saved it, and preserved it for him in expressive marbles. 
' Truth still lives in fiction, and from the copy of the original 
' will be restored. 

' But how is the Artist to guard himself from the corrup- 
' tionsof his lime, which on every aide assail him? By despis- 
' ing its decisions. Let him look upwards to his dignity and his 
' mission, not downwards to his happiness and his wants. Free 
' alike from the vain activity, that longs to impress its traces 
' on the fleeting instant ; and from the discontented spirit of 

■ enthnsiasm, that measures by the scale of perfection the mea- 

■ gre product of reality, let him leave to common sense, which 
' is here at home, the province of the actual ; while he strives 
' from the union of the possible with the necessary to bring out 
' the ideal. This let him imprint and express in fiction and 
' truth, imprint it in the sport of his imagination and the earnest 
' of his actions, imprint it in all sensible and spiritual forms, 
' and cast it silently into everlasting Time.'^' 

Nor were these sentiments, be it remembered, the mere 
boasting manifesto of a hot-brained inexperienced youth, enter- 
ing on literature with feelings of heroic ardour, which its diffi- 
culties and temptations would soon deaden or pervert : they 
are the calm principles of a man, expressed with honest man- 
fulness, at a period when the world could compare them v/ilh 
a long course of conduct. In this just and lofty spirit, Schiller 
undertook the business of literature ; in the same spirit he 
pursued it with unflinching energy all the days of his life. The 
common, and some uncommon, difficulties of a fluctuating and 
dependent existence could not quench or abate his zeal : sick- 
ness itself seemed hardly to affect him. During his last fifteen 
years, he wrote his noblest works ; yet, as it has been proved 
too well, no day of that period could have passed without its 
load of pain.*i Pain could not ttim him from his purpose, or 

•* L'ber die ml&iliKht ErtiehiMg dts MiaKhM. 

"(Dii a iiuBifa! inspeclioa of hisTjcidy alto 4«ai\i. ft« n\t»\-**A Hr{,««. 

- *^irf taially deranged. ' The struaura rt v\>c\an'SVNa!."™ «^™\V^ 
L tbu uirjiics of the bead were w 
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shake his equanimity : in deaili itself he was fn/wr^riiwrffd/wfw. 
Nor has he gone without his recompense. To the credit of 
the world it can be recorded, that their suffrages, which he 
never courted, were liberally bestowed on him : happier than 
the mighty Milton, he found 'fit hearers,' even in his lifetime, 
and they were not ■ few.' His effect on the mind of his own 
country has been deep and universal, and bids fair lo be abid- 
ing : his effect on other counlries iniisi in iime be equally de- 
cided ; for such nobleness of heart and soul shadowed forth in 
beautiful imperishable emblems, is a treasure which belongs not 
to one nation, but to all. In another age, this SchiHer will 
stand forth in Ihe foremost rank among the master-spirits of 
his century ; and he admitted to a place among (he chosen of 
all centuries. His works, the memory of what he did and was, 
will rise afar off like a towering landmark in the sohtude of 
the Past, when distance shall have dwarfed into invisibility the 
lesser penple that encompassed him, and htd him from (he 
near beholder. 

On Ihe whole, we may pronounce him happy. His days 
passed in the contemplation of ideal grandeurs, he lived among 
the glories and solemnities of universal Nature ; his thoughts 
were of sages and heroes, and scenes of elysian beauty. It is 
true, he had no rest, no peace ; but he enjoyed the fiery con- 
sciousness of his own activity, which stands In place of it for 
men like him. It is true, he was long sickly ; but did he not 
even then conceive and body-forth Max Piccolomini, and 
Thekla, ajid the Maid of Orleans, and the scenes of Wilhelm 
Tell f It is true, he died early ; but the student will exdain 
with Charles XII. in another case, " Was it not enough of life 
when he had conquered kingdoms?" These kingdoms which 
Schiller conquered were not for one nation at the expense of 
suffering to another; they were soiled by no patriot's blood, 
no widow's, no orphan's tear ; they are Idngdoms conquered 
from the barren realms of Darltness, to increase the happiness, 
and dignity, and power, of all men ; new forms of Truth, new 
maxims of Wisdom, new images and scenes of Beauty, won 
from the ' void and formless Infinite ;' a xT^^ia •( alti, ' a pos- 
session forevei,' lo aU the generations of the Earth. 
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HERR SAUPE'S BOOK. 



In llie end of Auluinn last q considerBtely kind old Friend of mine 
brought home to me, from his Tour in Germany, a small Book by a 
HeiT Saupe, one of ihe Heaii -masters of G era High -School,— Book 
entitled ' Schiller and His Father's Household,'' — of which, though it 
has been before (he world these twenty years and more, I had ngt heard 
till then. The good little Book, — on altogether modesl, hidd, exact and 
amiable, though not very lively perfonmince, offering new little &cls 
about the Schiller world, oi elucidalinns and once or twice a slight cor- 
rEction of the Old, — proved really interesting and instmc^ve; awoke, in 
mc especially, multifarious reflections, mournfully beautiful old me- 
mories; — and led to lorther readings in other Books touching on the 
samesnbject. particularly in these three mentioned below,* — theiirsl two 
of them earlier than Saupe's, the thiitl later and slightly corrective of 
hun once or twice ; — all whicli agreeably employed ine for some weeks, 
and continued to be ralhcr a pious recreation than any labour. 

To tliis accident of Saupe's little Book there was, meanwhile, added 
another not less unexpected: a message, namely, from Eibliopolic Head- 
qunrlei^ that my own poor old Book on Schiller was to be reprinted, 
and that in this " Peoples Edition" it would want (on deduction of the 
German riece hj Goeihe, which liail gone into the "Library EditiBu," 
but which had no fitness here) some sixty or seventy pages for the pro- 
per site of the volume. Saufn, which 1 was still reading, or idly read- 
ing-flbout, offered the ready expedient: — and here accordingly Saufi: is. 
I have luid liim faithfully liaiuilaled, and with some small omissions or 
abridgments, slight traosposals here and tliere for dcatness' sake, and 
one or two elucidative palches, gathered from the three subskliary Books 
already named, all duly distinguished from Saupe's text; — whereby the 
gap or defieil of pages is welllilled up, almost of its own accord. And 
thus I can now certify Ihnt, in all essential respects, Ihe authentic -Sdi/f 

ani Gvioiiasluin ai Gem. Leipilg: VcrbEsbudiliandluiie vua J. J. Weliur, xSji, 
> SchiUn'i Libcn turn Cmlav Sckmii (SiullKUt, 1841). 

HldiScliiUet'iSiBa-ia-Li'Ki: SiuUebtI uod TMoDun, v%«^ 
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is here made accessible to English readers as to German; and hope that 
to many lovers of Schiller among us, who arc likely to be lovers also 
of humbly beautiful Human Worth, and of such an unconsciously noble 
scene of Poverty made richer than any California, as that of the elder 
Schiller Household here manifests, it may be a welcome and even pro- 
fitable bit of reading. 

Chelsea, Nov. 187a. T. C. 



SAUPE'S "SCHILLER AND HIS FATHER'S HOUSE- 
HOLD." 

I. THE FATHER. 

* Schiller's Father, Johann Caspar SchilUr, was born at 

* Bittenfeld, a parish hamlet in the ancient part of Wiirtem- 

* berg, a little north ofWaiblingen, on the 27th October 1723. 

* He had not yet completed his tenth year when his Father, 

* Johannes Schiller, Schultheiss, " Petty Magistrate," of the Vil- 

* lage, and by trade a Baker, died, at the age of fifty-one. Soon 

* after which the fatherless Boy, hardly fitted out with the most 
' essential elements of education, had to quit school, and was 

* apprenticed to a Surgeon ; with whom, according to the then 

* custom, he was to learn the art of " Surgery;" but in reality 

* had little more to do than follow the common employment of 
' a Barber. 

'After completing his apprenticeship and proof-time, the 

* pushing young lad, eager to get forward in the world, went, * 

* during the Austrian-Succession War, in the year 1745, with 

* a Bavarian Hussar Regiment, as "Army Doctor," into the 

* Netherlands. Here, as his active mind found no full employ- 
' mentin the practice of his Art, he willingly undertook, withal, 

* the duties of a sub-officer in small military enterprises. On the 

* Peace of Aix-la-Chapelle, 1748, when a part of this Regiment 
« was disbanded, and Schiller with them, he returned to his home- 

* land ; and set himself down in Marbach, a pleasant little coun- 

* try town on the Neckar, as practical Surgeon there. Here, in 

* 1 749, he married the Poet's Mother ; then a young girl of six- 

* teen : Elisabetha Dorothea, born at Marbach in the year 1733, 

* the daughter of a respectable townsmatv» G^ox^¥x'\tdt\cVvKadr 

' wels, who, to his trade of Baker addmg xVvsx oilxvx^^e^^^x ^tv^l 
' IVoodmeasurer, had gathered a ViU\e iottuwe, ^x^d ^^-^^ ^\. \X'C\'s. 
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mted well-off, though aftenvards, by some great inun- 

' dation of the Neckar,' dale not given, ' he was again reduced 

poverty. The brave man by this unavoidable mischance 

e, by degrees, so low that he had to give up his house in 

■ the Market-place, and in the end to dwell in a poor hut, as 

■ ForteratoneoftheToll-Gatesot Marbach. Elisabetha was a 
' comely girl to look upon i slender, well-formed, without quite 
' being tall ; the neck long, hair high-blond, almost red, brow 
' broad, eyes as il a little sorish, face covered with freckles; 
' but with all these features enlivened by a soft expression of 
' kindliness and good-nature. 

' This marriage, for the first eight years, was childless ; 
' after that, they gradually had six children, two of whom died 
' soon after birth ; the Poet Schiller was the second of these 

■ six, and the only Buy. The young couple had lo live in a 
' very narrow, almost needy condition, as neither of tiiem had 
' any fortune; and the Husband's business could hardly sop- 
' port a household. There is still in existence a legal Marriage 
' Record and Inventory, such as is usual in these eases, which 
' estimates the money and money's worth brought together by 

■ the young people at a little over 700 gidden (70/.). Out of 

■ the same Inventory, one sees, by the small value put upon the 
' surgical instruments, and tlie outstanding debts of patients, 
' distinctly enough, that Caspar Schiller's practice, at that point 
' of lime, did not much exceed that of a third-ckss Surgeon, 
' and was scarcely adequate, as above stated, to support the 
' thriftiest household. And therefore it is not surprising that 
' Schiller, intent on improving so bare a position, should, at 

■ the breaking-out ol the Seven- Years War. have anew sought 

■ a military appointment, as withal more tit fur employing his 
' young strength and ambilions. 

■In the beginning of ihc year 1 7 57 he went, accordingly, 
' as Ensign and Adjutant, into the Wiirtemberg Regiment 
' Prince Louis; whichin severaiof the campaigns in theSeven- 
' Years War belonged to an auxiliary corps of the Austrian 
' Army.' — Was he at tlie Bali of Futda, one wonders? Yes, for 
certain I He was at the Ball of Fulda (tragi-comical Explosion 
a Ball, not yet got to the dancing-point) ; and had to run for 
, as his Duke, in a highly-ridlCuVotts vtiM«\ct , Vafi. ■ix.^nA.'i 
done. And, again, tragically, il \a cetlWTv 'CtaA^e. «.<iQ^'''^'i^^'^ 
gted^usti&nlcft-wing at the BaMle 0/ Leuthen; Vi&^tis.'w^'* 
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shot under him lliere, and ^tas hiniscIT neaily dFOwned t 
quagniirc, slruggling towards Bresinu thai nif;l>l.' 
'Jn Bohemia ibis Corps wasvisUcd by an infc 

■ and sutfered by the almost pc&tllcnlial disonlcr a good deal-fl 

■ loss. In this bad time, Schiller, who by his temperance a 
' frequent movement in ihc open nir had nuinnged to r< 
' peiiecl health, showed himseir very nctivc and helpful ; 

■ cheerfully underlook every kind of business in which he ci 
' be of use. He attended the sick, there being a scarcity a 
' Doctors ; and served al the same time as Chaplai; 

■ ' gimenl, so far as to lead the Psalmody, and read ihe Prayci 

• When, after this, he was changed Into another Wiirtemberj' 

• Regiment, whicli served in Hcssen nnd Thiiringen, he em- 
' ployed every free hour in (illirj; up, by his own industrious 

■ study, the mnny defply-felt defects in his young schooling;, 
'and was earnestly studious. By his pcrsevcrant teal an" 

• diligence, he succeeded in the course of these war-yean i 

• acquiring not only many medical, military and agrieu" 

■ branches of knowledge, but also, as his Letters prove, ii 
' ing a considerable amount of general culture. Nor did h 

• praiseworthy efforts remain without recognition and exle 

■ reward. At the end of the Scven-Vcars War, he had r 

■ to be a Captain, and had even saved a little money, 

■ His Wife, who, during these War-times, lived, on m< 

• sent by him, in her Father's house al Marbaeh, he could o 
' visit seldom, and for short periods in winter quarters, mu^ 

■ as he longed for his faithful Wife : who, after the birlh of ^ 

• Daughter, in September 17s?, was dearer to him than e 
' Out never had the rigid fetters of War- Discipline appeared 

• more oppressive than when, two years later, in Novembers 

• i75g,aSon,thePoct,wasbom. Withjoyful thanks toCod.he-l 

• snluted this dear Gift of Heaven ; in daily prayer commended I 

• Mother and Child to " the Being of all IJeings ;" and waited J 
•Bow with impatience the lime when he should i 
•liMnc, and those Uiat were his there. Yet there still passed, I 
"Rfflr years before Father Schiller, on conclusion ofllicHu- 

eiisburg Peace, 1763, could return home from ihe VVar,,j 
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' and again take up his permanenl residence in his home- 
' country. Where, on his ittum, liis iirst Garrison quailers 
' were, whether at Ludwigsburg, Cannstadt or wliat other 
' place, is tiot known. On tlie other hand, all likelihoods are, 
' that, so soon as he could find it possible, he carried over his 

■ Wife and his two Children, the little Daughter Christophine 
' six, and the little Fricdricli now four, out of Marbach to his 
' own quarters, wherever these were.' 

There is no date to the Neckar Inundation above men- 
tioned; but we have elsewhere evidence that the worthy Father 
Kodweis with his Wife, at this time, still dwelt in their com- 
fortable house in the MarheE-Place. We know also, though it 
is not mentioned in the text, that their pious Daughter strug- 
gled zealousl}' to tlic last to alleviate their sore poverty; and 
the small clTcct, so far as money goes, may testify how poor 
and straitened the Schiller Family itself then was. 

■ With the Father's return out of War, there came a new 
' element into the Family, which liad so long been deprived of 
' its natural Guardian and Counsellor, To be lEouse-Father 
' in the full sense of the word was now all the more Captain 

■ Schiller's need and duly, the longer his War Service had kept 

■ him excluded from ihe sacred vocation of Husband and Fa- 
' llier. For he was throughout a rational and just man, simple, 

■ strong, expert, active for practical life, ifalso somewhat quick 
' and rough. This announced itself even in the outward make 
' and look of him; for he was of short stout stature andpower- 
' ful make of limbs ; the brow high-arched, eyes sliarp and 
• keen. Withal, his erect carriage, his firm step, his neat cloth- 
' ing. as well as his clear and decisive mode of speech, all 
' testified ofstrictmilitai-y training: which also extended itself 
' over his whole domestic life, and even over the daily devotions 
' of the Family, For altliough the shallow Illumination ism of 
' that period had produced some influence on his religious coo- 
' victions, he held fast by tlie pious principles of his forebeers; 

■ read regularly to his household out of the Bible ; and pro- 
' nounccd aloud, eacii day, the Morning and Evening Prayer. 

■ And this was, in his case, not merely an outward decorous 

■ bit of discipline, but in f;ict the faithful expression oi his 

' Christian conviction, that m.\n'stt\JCV)o\\.\\a"ftiv\'\it'wa.'i?ijiT\'«.-i 
' can a/one be found in ihe (car o\ \Vc Ui^i, .wi *v^ ™^* 
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* the manner of those days, com{>osed a long Prayer, which he 
' in later years addressed to God ever>' morning, and which 

* began with the following lines : 

True Watcher of Israel ! 

To Thee be praise, thanks and honour. 

Praying aloud I praise Thee, 

That earth and Heaven may hear.* 

* If, therefore, a certain otherwise accredited Witness calls 

* him a kind of crotchety, fantastic person, mostly brooding over 

* strange thoughts and enterprises, this can only have meant 

* that Caspar Schiller in earlier years appeared such, namely 

* at the time when, as incipient Surgeon at Marbach, he saw 
' himself forced into a circle of activity which corresponded nei- 

* ther to his inclination, strength nor necessities. 

• On the spiritual development of his Son this conscientious 

* Father employed his warmest interest and activities ; and 

* appears to have been for some time assisted herein by a near 
' relation, a certain Johann Friedrich Schiller from Bittenfeld ; 
' the same who, as Studiosus Phiiosophice, was, in 1759, God- 

* father to the Boy. He is said to have given the little Godson 

* Fritz his first lessons in Writing, Natural-History and Geo- 

* graphy. A more effective assistance in this matter the Father 

* soon after met with on removing to Lorch. 

' In the year 1765, the reigning Duke, Karl of Wiirtemberg, 

* sent Captain Schiller as Recruiting Officer to the Imperial 

* Free-Town Schwabish-Gmiind ; with permission to live with 

* his Family in the nearest Wiirtemberg place, the Village and 

* Cloister of Lorch. Lorch lies in a green meadow-ground, 

* surrounded by beech-woods, at the foot of a hill, which is 

* crowned by the weird buildings of the Cloister, where the Ho- 

* henstaufen graves are ; opposite the Cloister and Hamlet, rise 

* the venerable ruins of Hohenstaufen itself, with a series of 

* hills ; at the bottom winds the Rems,* a branch of the Neckar, 
' towards still fruitfuler regions. In this attractive rural spot 

* the Schiller Family resided for several years ; and found from 

* the pious and kindly people of the Hamlet, and especially 

2 ' Treuer Wdchter Israels / 

Dir set Preis und Dank und Ehrcn ; 

Laut betend loV ich Dich, 

Dass es Erd' und Himmel horeyi kfc. 
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' from a friend of the house, Moser, the worthy Pariah-Parson 
' there, tht kindUest rereption. The Schiller children soon 
' felt themselves at home and happy in Lorch, especially FriU 
• did, who, in the Parson's Son, Christoph Ferdinand Moser, a 
' soft gentle child, met with bis first boy-friend. In this worthy 
' Parson's house he also received, along with the Parson's own 
' Sons, the iirst r^ular and accurate instruction in reading and 
' writing, as also in thu elements of Latin and Greek. This 
' arrangement pleased and comforted Captain Schiller not a 
' little : for the mote distinctly he, with his clear and candid 
'character, recognised the insufficiency of his own instruction 
' and stock of knowledge, ilie more impressively it lay on him 
' that his Son should early acquire a good foundation in Lan- 
' guages and Science, and learn something soUd and effective. 

■ What he could himself do in that particular he faithfully did; 

■ bringing out, with this purpose, partly the grand historical me- 
' morials of that neighbourhood, partly his own hfc-cxperiences, 
' in instructive and exciting dialogues with his children. He 
' would point out to the listening little pair the venerable re- 
' mains of the Hohenstaufen Ancestral Castle, or tell them of 
' his own soldier-career. He took the Boy with him into the 
' Exercise Camp, to the Woodmen in the Forest, and even into 
' the farther-distant pleasure-castle of Hohenhcim ; and ihere- 
' by led their youdiful imagination into many changeful imagin- 
' ings of life." 

' Externally little Fritz and his Sister were not like ; Christo- 
' phine more resecnbling ihc Father, whilst Friedrich was the 
' image of the Mother. On the other hand, they had internally 
' very much in common ; both possessed a lively apprehension 

■ for whatever was true, beautiful or good. Uotli h»d a temper 
' capable of enthusiasm, which early and cliielly turned to- 

■ wards the sublime aJid grand ; in short, the strings of their 
' souls were tuned on a cognate tone. Add to this, thut bath, in 
' the beautifulest, happiest period of their life, liiid been under the 

■ sole care and direction of the pious genial Mother ; and that 
' Fi'itz, at least till his sixth year, was exclusively limited to 
' Christophine's society, and had no other companion. They 
' two had to be, and were, all to each otlicr. Chrlslophine an 

' this account stood nearer lo Iwt llicA^iet \,'n\w.\^ii'^^ ?a.Va 
*' Jife tlian the Sisters ,)yho were. \)ui;,(\ Wm . 
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' In ruTTil stillness, nnd in almost .uii in term pled cana 
^witli out-door naturf. flowed by for Fritz and her Ihe g 
J est part of their chiUhood anil youth. Especially dea 
Pthem was their abode in ihis romantic region. Every til 

a free from leaching or other task, they employed ll 
f Toaming about in llic ncrighbourhood ; and they knew na 
Pliigher joy than a ramble into the ncighboiulng hills. In par- 
.icular they liked to make pilgrimnges together to a chapel 
te-on the Calvary Hill at Cmiind, a few miles off, to which the 
r way was still through the old monkish grief- stations, on to the 
f Cloister of Lorch noticed above. Often Ihey would sit with 
L* closely -grasped hanils, under the thousand-years-old Linden, 
~ ich stood on a projection before the Cloister-walls, and 
If seemed to whisper to them long-silent tales of past ages. On 

* these walks the hearts of the two clasped each other ever 
' closer and more firmly, and ihey faithfully shared their little 
' childish joys and sorrows. Christophine would bitterly weep 
' when her vivacious Brother had committed some small mis- 
', deed and was punished for it. In such cases, she often enough 
^ confessed Fritz's faults as her own, and was punished when 

* she had in reality had no complicity in them. It was with 
" great sorrow that they two parted from their little Paradise ; 

md both of them always retained a great aflectioti for Lorch 

ind its neighbourhood. Christophine, who lived to be ninety, 

' often even in her latter days looked back wilh tender affec- 

* lion to their abode there.* 

* In his family-circle, the otherwise hard-mannered Father 
,* showed always lo Mother and Daughters the tenderest re- 
|i* spect and the affectionate lone which the heart suggests, 
[•Thus, if at tabic a dish had chanced to be especially prepared 

* for him, he would never cat of it without first inviting the 
' Daughters to be helped. As liltle could he ever, in the long- 

I, withstand the requests of his gentle Wife ; so that not 
' seldom she managed to soften his rough severity. The Chil- 
' dren learned to make use of this feature in his character ; and 
■ would thereby save themselves from the first outburst of bis 
' anger. They confessed beforehand to Ihe Mother iheir bits 
i misdoings, and begged her to inflict t\»e puTiraVmetA. aiui,, 
■t their lullini; iJiIo llie heaviev palevnaWvavva. Tu-«a.ife 
* Situte. pp. te6-toa. il 
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' the Son again, whose moral development liis Father anxiously 
' watched over, his wralh was at times disarmed by touches of 
' courage and fearlessness on the Boy's part. Thus little Friti, 
' once on a visit at Hohenheim, in the house where his Father 
' was calling, and which formed part of the side buildings of 
' the Castle, whilst his Father followed his business within 
' doors, had, unobserved, clambered out of a saloon-window, 
' and undertaken a voyage of discovery over the roofs. The 
' Boy, who had been missed and painfully sought after, was 
' discovered just on tlic point of trying to have a nearer viSw 
' of the Lion's Head, by which one of the roof-gutters discharges 
' itself, when the terrified Father got eye on him, and called 
' out aloud. Cunning Fritz, however, stood motionless where 
' lie was on the roof, till his Father's anger had stilled itself, 
' and pardon was promised him.' — Here farther is a vague anec- 
dote made authentic : ' Another time the little fellow was not 
' to be found at the evening meal, while, withal, there 
' heavy thunderstorm in the sky, and fiery bolls were blazing 
' through the black clouds. He was searched for in 
' over the house ; and at every new thunder-clap the misery of 
' his Parents increased, At last they found him, not far from 
' the house, on the top of the highest lime-lree, which be 
' just preparing to descend, under the crashing of a very loud 
' peal. " In God's name, what hast thou been doing there " " 

■ cried the agitated Father. "I wanted to know," answered' 
' Fritz, " where all that fire in the sky was coming from 

' Three full years the Schiller Family lived at Lorch ; and 
' this in rather narrow circumstances, as the Father, though 
' the service of his Prince, could not, during the whole of this 
' time, receive the smallest part of his pay, but had to live 

■ on the little savings he had made during War-time. Not 
' till 1768, after the most impressive petitioning to the Duke, 
' was he at last called away from his post of Recruiting Officer, 

' and transferred to the Garrison of Ludwigsbui^. where he, by M 
' httle and little, squeezed out the pay owing him, fl 

' Upon his removal, the Father's first care was to establish I 
• his little Boy, now nine years old, — who, stirred-on probably ^ 
' by the impressions he had got in the Parsonage nt Lorch, and. 
.' rhe visible wish of his Parents, Visui ietiiei lot iXvfcO.ftv- 
'cal JVafessJoti,»>in the latitt sdioeA al \.>J.4-w*\%^o>it%- "^"m-s 
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• done, he made it his chief care that his Son's progress should 

• be swift and satisfying there. But on that side, Fritz could 

• never come up to his expectations, though the Teachers were 

• well enough contented. But out of school-time, Fritz was 

• not so zealous and diligent as could be wished ; liked rather 

• to spring about and sport in the garden. The arid, stony, 

• philological instruction of his teacher, Johann Friedrich Jahn. 

• who was a solid Latiner, and nothing more, was not calcu- 

• lated to make a specially alluring impression on the clever 

• and lively Boy ; thus it was nothing but the reverence and 

• awe of his Father that could drive him on to diligence. 

• To this time belongs the oldest completely preserved Poem 

• of Schiller's; it is in the form of a little Hymn, in which, on 

• New-year's day 1769, the Boy, now hardly over nine years 

• old, presents to his Parents the wishes of the season. It 

• may stand here by way of glimpse into the position of the 

• Son towards his Parents, especially towards his Father. 

Much-loved P.\rents.* 

Parents, whom I lovingly honour, 
Today my heart is full of thankfulness ! 
This Year may a gracious God increase 
What is at all times your support! 

The Lord, the Fountain of all joy, 
Remain always your comfort and portion ; 
His Word be the nourishment of your heart, 
And Jesus your wished -for salvation. 

I thank you for all your proofs of love, 
For all your care and patience ; 
My heart shall praise all your goodness. 
And ever comfort itself in your favour. 

Obedience, diligence and tender love 
I promise you for this Year. 
God send me only good inclinations. 
And make true all my wishes! Amen. 
I January 1769. JoHANN Friedrich Schiller. 



'^ Herzgeliebte Eltrrn. 

Eltern, die ich zdrtlich ehre^ 

Mein Herz ist heut' voll Dankharheit I 
J?gr treue Gott dies Jahr vermehrt 
Was Sie erquickt zu jeder Zcit I 
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' According lo the pious wish of Iheir Son, this year, 1769, 
did bring somehhat which "comforted" them. Captain 
Schiller, from of old a lover of rural occupatiouB, and skil- 
ful in gardening and nursery affairs, had, at Ludwigsburg, 
laid out for himself a little Nursery, It was managed on 
the same principles which he afterwards made public in hia 
Book, Die Baminncht im Grossen (Neuslrelil;, 1795. and 
second edition, Giessen, 1806) ; and was prospering beauti- 
fully. The Duke, who had noticed this, signified satisfac- 
tion in the thing; and he appointed him, in 1770, to shift 
to his beautiful Forest- Castle. Die Sohtiide, near Stuttgart, 
as overseer of all his Forest operations there. Hereby to 
the active man was one of his dearest wishes fulfilled ; and 
a sphere of activity opened, corresponding to his acquire- 
ments and his inclination. At Solitude, by the Duke's order, 
he laid out a Model Nursery for all Wtirtemberg, which he 
managed with perfect care and fidelity ; and in this post he 
so completely satisfied the expectations entertained of him, 
that his Prince by and by raised him to the rank of Major.' 
He is reckoned to have raised from seeds, and successfully 
planted, 60.000 trees, in discharge of this function, which con- 
tinued for the rest of his life. 

'His Family, which already at Lorch, in 17G6, had been 
' increased by the birth of a Daughter, Luisc, wailed but a short 
' time in Ludwigsburg till the Father brought them over to the 
' new dwelling at Solitude. Friti, on the removal of his Pa- 
' rents, was given over as boarder to his actual Teacher, the 
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Da- Hirr. die Quelle allerFrtudc, 
Verbliibt sifis Ihr -frost utid Thai; 
Sein Wert sei/hra Heniis Weidt, 
Vad Jesus Ihr erumnschlcs Hat. 
Ick dank' voa al/i Lffdes-Proiin, 
Ven allt Sorgfatl and Ctdntd, 
Man Her* sail alle Gutt laiea, 
Und IrSsIm sUh sUii Ihrtr ffulg. 
Gtheriam. Fleiss and tar/e Liebe 
Vtrsprtche iek auf dints Jskr. 
Der Herr SktntI' mir mirguit Trait, 
Und mathe ail' aian Wunstken ion h* . 
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' ligorous pednnt Jabn ; and remained yd tv 
' Latin school in Ludwigsburg. During this 
' and perhaps also sometinics mischievous Boy, was i 

■ the strictest fellers; and, by the continual admonitions, t 

' tatlons, and manually practical corrections of Father and 61* 
' Teacher, not a liltic held down and kept in fear. The fact 

' for instance, that he liked more the potent Bible-words and 
' pious songs of a Luther, a Paul Gerhard, and Gellcrt, than he 
' did the frozen lifeless catech Ism-drill of the Ludwigsburg In- 
' stitute, gave surly strait-laced Jahn occasion to lament from 

* time to time to the alarmed Parents, that " their Son had no 

* feeling whatever for religion." In this respect, however, the 
' otherwise so irritable Father easily satlslied himself, not only 
' by his own observations of iin opposite tendency, but chiefly 
' by stricter investigation of one little incident that was reported 
' to him. The teacher of religion in the Latin school, Super- 
' intendant Zilhng, whose name is yet scornfully remembered, 
' had once, in his dull awkwardness, introduced even Solo- 
' mon's Song as an element of nurture for his class ; and was 
' droning out, in an old-fashioned way, his interpretation of it 
'as symbolical of the Christian Church and its Bridegroom 

■ Christ, when he was, on the suddiin, to his no small surprise 
' and anger, interrupted by the audible Inquiry of little Schil- 
' Icr, " But was this Song, then, actually sung to the Cimrch?" 

■ Schiller Senior took the little heretic to task for this rash 

■ act ; and got as justification the innocent question, " Has the 
' Church really got teeth of ivory?" The Father was en- 
' lightened enough to lake the Boy's opposition for a natural 
' expression of sound human sense ; nay, he could scarcely 
' forbear a laugh ; whirled swiftly round, and murmured to 
' himself, " Occasionally she has Wolfs teeth." And so the 
' thing was finished.* 

■ At Ludwigsburg Schiller and Christophinc first saw a. 

■ Theatre ; where at that time, in the sumptuous Duke's love of 
' splendour, only pompous operas and ballets were given. The 

* first eJTect of this new enjoyment, which Fritz and his Sister 
' strove to repeat as often as they could, was that at home, 
' with little clipped and twisted paper dolls, they set about 
' rspresent'tng scenes ; and on Christo^Uine's ^art it had the 

•more important result of nwakenmg atid wo\in*^vft?„ ^^. «ii. 
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" early age, her jesthctic lasle. Schiller considered her, ever 

• after lUese youthful sports, as a Inie and faithful companion 
' in his poetic dreams and attempts ; and constantly not only 

■ told his Sister, whose silence on such points could be perfect, 
' of all ihat he secretly did in the way of verse-making in the 
' Karl's School, — which, as we shall see, he entered in 1773, — 
' but if possible brought it upon the scene with her. Scenes 

■ from tie lyrical operetta of Seiiule were acted by Schiller and 
' Christophine, on those terms ; which appears in a complete 

■ shape for the first time in Schiller's Anthology, printed 1 7 82.' 

' So soon as Friedrich had gone through the Latin school 
' at Ludwigsburg, which was in 1773, he was, according to the 
' standing regulation, to enter one of the four Lower Cloister- 
' schools ; and go through the farther curriculum for a Wiirtcm- 
' berg clergyman. But now there came suddenly from the 
' Duke to Captain Schiller an offer to take his Son, who had 
' been represented to-him as a clever boy, into the new MiU- 
' tary Training-SchooI, founded by his Highness at Solitilde, in 
' 1771 ; where he would be brought up, and taken charge of, 

' In the Schiller Family this offer caused great consterna- 
' tion and painful embarrassment. The Father was grieved to be 
' obliged to sacrifice a long-cherished paternal plan to the whim 
' of an arbitrary ruler ; and the Son felt himself cruelly hurt to 

■ be torn away so rudely from his hope and inclination. Ac- 
' cordingly, how dangerous soever for the position of the Family 
' a declining of the Duca! grace might seem, the straight fonvard 

■ Father ventured nevertheless to lay open to the Duke, in a 

• clear and distinct statement, how his purpose had always been 
' to devote his Son. in respect both of his inclination and his 
' hitherto studies, to the Clerical Profession ; for which in the 
' new Training-SchooI he could not be prepared. The Duke 
' showed no anger at this step of the elder Schiller's ; but was 
' just as little of intention to let a capable and hopeful scholar, 
' who was also the Son of one of his Officers and Dependaits, 

■ escape him. He simply, with brevity, repeated his wish, and 
' required the choice of another study, in which the Boy would 
' have a better career and outlook than in the Theological De- 
' partment. Nill they, will Ihcj, tViete \)'as niA\\\w5. Vat v' 




■deiwe UmmtM to tke xmcx of the WiiMub a g ] 

• House ; that he, withoot special Dwal pe rmwB 

* cmpowcfcd t0 g9 AM oC it ; aad Aic he had, with Ins best 
' ore; U eteerve mm onir Oos, hitf all other tt^vIatioRS of the 
' Instttnte^' Bjr this tiwc, iiKfeed Avcdr opoti ngnarare of this 
' ttrict Bond, ToangScUDerhMlb^ini tastodf Jimspradence; 

* — whkh, ho«e«CT. when nm re, 1775. the Tninmg-SdMel, 
' nised nowlobea " MiStafT Academy," bad been tnmsfencd 
' to StBUpj^ he ehber of hii o«f« aocoid, ot m consequence 

* of a AscooTse a«d mteniew of the Duke with hn Fatho*, 

* ochangEd for the Stadf of Medidne 

' From the time when Schiller entered this ' ' Karl's School' * 
(Military Academy, in official style), 'he was nearly altogether 
' withdrawn from any tutelage of his Father ; for it was only 

■ to Mothos, and to Sisters still under age, that the privilege 
' of visiting their Sons and Brothers, and this on the Sunday 
' only, was granted : beyond this, the Karl's Scholars, within 

■ their monastic ceUs, were cut off from family and the world, 

• by iron-doors and sentries guarding them. This rigorous se- 

• elusion from actual life and all its friendly impressions, still 

* more the spiritual constraint of the Institution, excluding 

• every free activity, and all will of your own. appeared lo the 
' Son in a more hateful light than to the Father, who, himself 

■ an old soldier, found it quite according to order (hat the 
' young people should be kept in strict military discipline and 

• subordination. What filled the Son with bitter discontent 
' and indignation, and at length brought htm to a kind ol poc- 
' tic outburst of revolution in the Haiders, therein the Father 

■ taw only a wholesome regularity, and indispensable substitute 
' for paternal discipline. Transient complaints of individual 

' teacher* and superiors little disturbed i\\c 'ia.v^urfanvnvi-, ^tw, 
'oa tbewbole, t/ie official testimotv\e»coTvwn\vTvtlaiaa<iTi'«siia 
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' steadily favourable. The Duke loo treated young Schiller, 
' whose talents had not escaped his sharpness of insight, with 
' particular good-will, nay distinction. To this Prince, used 
' to the accurate discernment of spiritual gifts, the complaints 
' of certain Teachers, that Schiller's slow progress in Juris- 
' prudence proceeded from want of head, were of no weight 

■ whatever ; and he answered expressly, " Leave me that one 
'alone; he will come to something yet 1" But that Schiller 
' gave his main strength to what in the Karl's School was a 
' atrictiy forbidden object, to poetry namely, this 1 believe was 
' entirely hidden from his Father, or appeared to him, on oc- 
' casional small indications, the less questionable, as he saw 

■ that, in spite of this, the Marketable-Sciences were not neg- 
■ lected. 

■ At the same age, vii. about twenty-two, at which Captain 
' Schiller had made his Rrst military salty into the Netherlands 
' and the Austrian-Succession War, his Son issued from the 
' Karl's School, ijlh December 1 7 So; and was immediately 
' appointed Regimental-Doctor at Stuttgart, with a monthly 
' pay of twenty-three gulden' (z/. 6r. = i is. and a fraction 
per week). ' With this appointment, Schiller had, as it were, 
' openly altogether outgrown all special paternal guardianship 
' or guidance ; and was, from this time, treated by his Father 
' as come to majority, and standing on his own feet. If he 
' came out, as frequently happened, with a comrade to Solitijde, 
' he was heartily welcome there, and the Father's looks often 

■ dwelt on him with visible satisfaction. ]f in the conscientious 
' and rigorous old man, with his instructive and serious expe- 
' riences of life, there might yet various anxieties and doubts 
* arise when he heard of the exuberantly genial ways of his 

■ hopeful Son at Stuttgart, he still looked upon him with joyfiil 
' pride, in remarking how those so promising Karl's Scholars, 
' who had entered into the world along with him, recognised his 

■ superiority of mind, and willingly ranked themselves under 
' him. Nor could it be otherwise than highly grati.ying to his 
' old heart to remark always with what deep love the gifted Son 
' constantly regarded his Parents and Sisters.'* — Of Schiller's 
first procedures in Stuttgart, after his emancipation from the 
Karl's School, and appointment as Re5J.ttiLfcMai.-^\K'ea3&. ' 
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ratlicr of his gcrtcra.1 behaviour and way of life there, whjcb MM 
said to have been somewhat ivild, genially, or even Kngeoially 
extravagant, and to have involved him in many paltry entan- 
glements of debts, as one bad consequence, — there wUl be 
some notice in tlie next Section, headed " TAe Mother." His 
Regimental Doctorship, and stay in Stuttgart altogether, lasted 
twenty-two months. 

This is Schllliir's bodily appearance, as it first presented 
itself to an old School-fellow, who, after an interval of eighteen 
months, saw him again on Parade, as Doctor of the Regiment 
Augti, — more to his astonishment than admiration. 

> Crushed into the stifT tasteless Old-Prussian Uniform; <m 
' each of his temples throe stiff roUs as if done with gypsian ; 
' the tiny Ihrce-cockcd hat scarcely covering his crown ; so 
' much the thicker the long pigtail, with the slender neck 
' crammed into a very narrow horsehair stock ; the felt put 

• under the white spatterdashes, smirched by traces of shoC' 
' blacking, giving to the legs a bigger diameter than the thighs, 
' squeezed into their light-fitting breeches, could boast ot 
' Hardly, or not at all, able to bend his knees, the whole man 
' moved like a stork,' 

' The Poet's form,' says this Witness elsewhere, a bit of a 
dilettante artist it seems, ' had somewhat the following appear- 
' ance jCEong straight stature ; long in the legs ; long in the 
' arms ; pigeon-breasted ; his neck very long ; something rigor^ 
' ously stiff ; in gait and carriage not the smallest elegance; 
' His brow was broad ; the nose thin, cartilaginous, white of 
■ colour, springing out at a notably sharp angle, much bent, — a 
' parrot-nose, and very sharp in the point (according to Dan- 
' neckcr the Sculptor, Schilier, who took snuff, had pulled it 
' out so with his hand). The red eyebrows, over the deep-lying 
' dnrk-gray eyes, were bent too close together at the nose, which 
' gave him a pathetic expression. The lips were Ihin, ener- 
' getic ; the under-lip prolniding, as if pushed forward by the in- 
' spiration of his feelings ; the chin strong ; checks pale, rather 

• hollow than full, freckly ; the eyelids a little inflamed ; the 

• bushy hair of the head dark red ; the whole head rather ghost- 
' like than manlike, but impressive even in repose, and all ex- 
' prcssion when Schiller declaimed. Neither the leatures nor 
' the somewhat shrieky voice could he subdii^ Dannecker," 
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'has uiijufpasaably cut this head 

'The publicaiLOti of the Reiiers' (Autumn 1781), — -whidi 

• Schiller, driven on by rage and desperation, had composed 

• in the fetters of the Karl's School, — raised him on the sudden 
' to a phenomenon an which all eyes in Stuttgart were tiirncil. 

■ What, with careless exaggeration, he had said to a friend 

■ some months before, on setting forth his EUgy on the Death 
' a/a Young Man, " The thing has made ray name hereabouts 
" more famous than twenty years of practice would have done; 
" but it is a name like that of him who burnt the Temple of 
" Ephesus ; God be merciful to me a sinner 1" might now 
' with all seriousness be said of the impression his ^oiiff re made 
' on the harmless townsfolk of Stuttgart. But how did Father 
' Schiller at first take up this eccentric product of his Son, 
' which openly declared war on all existing order? Astonish- 
' ment and terror, anger and detestation, boundless anxiety, 

' with touches of admiration and pride, stormed alternately 
' through the solid honest man's paternal breast, as he saw 
' the frank picture of a Prodigal Son rolled out before him ; 
' and had to gaie into the most revolting deeps of the passions 
' and vices. Yet he felt himself irresistibly dragged aiong by 
' the uncommon vivacity of action in this wild Drama; and at 
' the same time, powerfully attracted by the depth, the tender- 

■ ncss, and fulness of true feeling manifested in it : so that, at 
' last, out of those contradictory emotions of his, a clear ad- 
' miration and pride for his Son's bold and rich spirit main- 
' tained the upper hand. By Schiller's friends and closer 
' connections, especially by his Mother and Sisters, all pains 
' were of course taken to keep up this favourable humour in 
' the Father, and carefully to hide from him all disadvantageous 
' or disquieting tidings abovit the Piece and its consequences 
' and practical effects. Thus he heard sufficiently of the huge 
' excitement and noise which the Robbers was making all over 
' Germany, and of the seductive approval which came stream- 
' ing-in on the youthful Poet, even out of distant provinces ; 

• hut heai'd nothing either of the Duke's offended and 

• feelings over the Robbers, a production horrible 10 

• of the Son's secret journeys to Mannheim, and the 

» SchwAb, SMIuys UiiH (Stultsart. \Zv\, p. ftS. 
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' sequences of these' (his brief arrest, iiajaely), ' nor of the 

* rumour circulating in spiteful quarters, that this young Doctor 
' was neglecting his own province of medicine, and meaning 
' to become a play-actor, How could the old man, in these cit- 
' cumstances. have a thought that the Robbtrs would be the loss 
< of Family and Country to his poor Fritz 1 And yet so it proved. 

■ Excited by all kinds of messagings, informings and in- 

* sinuations, the imperious Prince, in spite of his secret plea- 

■ sure in this sudden renown of his Pupil, could in no wise be 
' persuaded to revoke or soften his harsh Order, which "for- 
' bade the Poet henceforth, under pain of military imprisonment, 
' either to write anything poetic or to communicate the same 
' to foreign persona" ' (non-Wiirtembei^ers). ' In vain were all 
' attemptsof Schiller to obtain his discharge from Military Ser- 
' vice and his " EnUchviabun^' (Un-Jicai/uning) ; such peti- 
' lions had only for result new sharper rebukes and hard threat- 

■ ening expressions, to which the mournful fate of Schubart in 
' the Castle of Hohcnasperg'" formed a too questionable back- 
' ground. 

■ Thus by degrees there ripened in the strong 50ul of this 
' young man the determination to burst these laming fetters of 
' his genius, by flight from despotic Wiirtemberg altogether ; 
' and, in some friendlier country, gain for himself the freedom 
' without which his spiritual development was impossible. Only 
' to one friend, who clung to him with almost enthusiastic de- 
' voiion, did he impart his secret. This was )ohann Andreas 
' Stteicher of Stuttgart, who intended to go next year to Ham- 
' burg, and there, under Bach's guidance, study music ; but 
' declared himself ready to accompany Schiller even now, since 
' it had become urgent. Except to this trustworthy friend, 
' Schiller had imparted his plan to his elder Sister Christophine 
' alone ; and she had not only approved of the sad measure, 
' but had undertaken also to prepare their Mother lor it. The 
' Father naturally had to he kept dark on the subject ; all the 
' more that, if need were, he might pledge his word as ^ 

■ Officer that he had known nothing of his Son's intention. ^J 

' Schiller went out, in company of Madam Meier, Wife ol ^ 
' the Regiiseur (Theatre-manager) at Marmheim, a native of 

■ iituttgart, and of this Sireicher, one last time to Solitude, to 
' havs one more look of it aud of his dear ones thwe ; espe- 

W Sec Apscnto, in/ra, 
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' dally to soothe and calm his Mother. On the nay, which 
' they travelled oa foot, Schiller kept up a continual discourse 
' about the Mannheim Theatre and its interests, without be- 
' ttaying his secret to Madam Meier. The Father received 
' these welcome guests with frank joy; and gave to the con- 
' versation, which at first hung rather embarrassed, a happy 
' turn by getting into talk, with cheery circumstantiality, of 
' the grand Pleasure-Hunt, of the Play and of the Illumina- 
' tion, which were to take place, in honour of the Russian 
' Grand- Prince, afterwards Czar Paul, and his Bride, the 
' Duke of Wiirtemberg's Niece, on the 17th September in- 
' stanl, at Solitude. Far other was the poor Mother's mood; 
' she was on the edge of betraying herself, in seeing the sad 

■ eyes of her Son ; and she could not speak for emotion. The 
' presence of SCreicher and a Stranger with whom the elder 
' Schiller was carrying on a, to him, attractive conversation, 

■ permitted Mother and Son to withdraw speedily and unrc- 

■ marked. Not till after an hour did Schiller reappear, alone 
' now, to the company; neither this circumstance, nor Schil- 
' ler's expression of face, yet striking the preoccupied Father. 
' Though to the observant Streicher, his wet red eyes betrayed 
' how painful the parting must have been. Gradually on the 

■ way back to Stuttgart, amid general talk of the three, Schiller 

■ regained some composure and cheerfulness, 

■ The bitter sorrow of this hour of parting renewed itself 
' yet once in Schiller's soul, when on the flight itself, about 
' midnight of the 17th, In effect it was these same festivities 

■ that bad decided the young men's time and scheme of jour- 
' ney ; and under the sheltering noise of which their plan was 
' luckily executed. Towards midnight of the above-said day, 

■ when the Castle of Solitiide, with all its surroundings, was 
' beaming in full splendour of illumination, there rolied past, 

• almost nibbing elbows with it, the humble Schiller Vehicle 
' from Stuttgart, which bore the fugitive Poet with his true 

• Friend on their way. Schiller pointed out to his Friend the 
' spot where his Parents lived, and, with a half-suppressed 
' sigh and a woe-begone exclamation, " Oh, my Mother !" 
' sank back upon his seat.' 

Mannheim, the goal ol their flight, is in Baden-Baden, 
under another Sovereign; lies abom Xo ttv\\« \.oti.-^. 0*1 ■£>'«».- 
gan. Their dreary journey lasted Wo da-js, — ^a.fi-^'ii 
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ilccp in llic nifilil of the second. Their united stock of moncjr 
amounted to 51 giilden, — Schiller 23, Streieher aS, — s'- ^■ 
in nil. Strtichcr subsequently squeeied out from home 3/. 
roofc ; nnd that appcnis 10 h.ivc been theit aum-totnI.'» 

Great was the astoiiisliinent and great ihe wrath of the 

'ather, when M length he understood that his Son had 

roken the paternal, ivritten Uond,' and withdrawn bimsdf 

'by ili£ht from the Duenl Service. He dreaded, not without 

• renson, the heavy consequences of so rash an action ; and 

• n (hoUMiid gnawing anxieties bestormcd the heart of the 
' worthy man. Might not the Duke, in the first outburst of 

• his indignation, overwhelm forever the happiness of iheir 
■ Family, which there was nothing but the income of his post 

• that supported in humble competence ? And what a lot 
' stood before the Son himself, if he were caught in flight, or 
; If, what was nowise improbable, his delivery back was re- 

m* quired ."ind obtained ? Sure enough, there had risen on the 
Otherwise serene heaven of the Schiller Family, a thrcaten- 
idercloud ; which, any day, might discharge itself, 
bringing dcslruction on their heads, 

' The thing, however, passed away in merciful peace. 
Whatever may have been the Duke's motives or induce- 
ments to let the matter, in spite of his cm bit term en t, silently 
drop, — whether his bright festal humour in presence of those 
high kinsfolk, or ihc noble frankness with which the Run- 
away first of ail, to save his Family, had in a respectful 
missive, dated from Mannheim, explained to his Princely 
Educator the necessity of his flight ; or the expectation, 
flattering to the Ducal pride, that the future greatness of hia 
Pupil might be a source of glory to him and his Kari's-School : 
Lgh, on his part, there took place no kind of hostile step 
against the Poet, and still less against his Family. Captain 
Schiller again breathed freer when he saw himself delivered 
from his most crushing anxiety on this side ; but there re- 
mained still n sharp sting in his wounded heart. His mtli- 
fccling of honour was painfully hurt by the thought that 
look upon his Son as a deserter; and withal 
;hc future of this voluntary Exile appeared so uncertain and 

1 not offer the smallest justification of so 

' great a risk. Tly degrees, however, instead ol anger and blame 
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' there rose in him the most sympathetic anxiety for the poor 
' Son's fate; to whom, from want of a free, firm and assuring 
' position in life, all manner of contradictions and difficultiei 

' And Schiller did aclually, at Mannheim, find himself in e 

■ bad and difficult position. The Superintendent of the cele- 
' brated Mannheim Theatre, the greatly powerful Imperial 

■ Baron von Dalberg. with whom Schiller, since the bringing 
' out of his Robbers, had stood in lively correspondence, drew 
' buck when Schiller himself was here ; and kept the Poet 
' at a distance as a political Fugitive; leaving him to shift a 

' he could. In vain had Schiller explained to him, in manly 
' open words, his economic straits, and begged from him a 
' loan of 300 gulden' (30/.) 'to pay therewith a pressing 
' debt in Stuttgart, . and drag himself along, and try to get 
' started in the world. Dalberg returned the Fiesce, Schiller's 
' new republican Tragedy, which had been sent him, with the 
' declaration (hat he could advance no money on theMfJco ii 
• its present form ; the Piece must first be remodelled to sui 
' the stage. During this remodelling, which the otherwise si 
' passionately vivid and hopeful Poet began without murmur, 
' he lived entirely on the journey-money that had been saved up 
' by the faithful Streicber, who would on no account leave him.' 
What became of this good Streicber afterwards, I have 
inquired considerably, but with very little success. On the 
total exhaustion of their finance, Schiller and he had to part 
company, — Schiller lOr refuge at Bauerbach, as will soon be 
seen. Streicher continued about Mannheim, not as Schiller's 
fellow-lodger any longer, but always at his hand, passionately 
eager to serve tim with all his (acuities by night or by day ; 
and they did not part finally till ScUiilBr quitted Mannheim, 
two years hence, for Leipjig. After which they never met 
again. Streicher, in Mannheim, seems to have subsisted by 
his musical talent; and to have had some connection with 
the theatre in that capacity. In similar dim positions, with 
what shiftings, adventures and vicissitudes is quite unknown 
to me. he long survived Schiller, and, at least fifty years after 
these Mannheim struggles, wrote some Book of bright and 
loving Reminiscences concerning him, the exact title of which 
I can nowhere find, — though passages from it are copied by 
Bio^rnpher Schwab here and there. His afitction for Schiller 
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is of Ihe nature of worship rather, of consl.int ndoratioi 
probably formed the sunshine to poor Streicher's life. Schiller 
nowhere mentions him in his writings or correspondences, after 
that final parting at Mannheim, 1784. 

' The necessities of the two Friends reached by and by 

■ such a height that Schiller had to sell his Watch, although 

■ they had already for several weeks been subsisting on loans. 
•To all which now came 'Dalberg's overwhelming message, 
' that even this Remodelling of Fiesco could not be service- 
' able ; and of course could not have money paid for it. Schil- 
' ler thereupon, at once resolute what to do, walked off to the 
' worthy Bookseller Schwan,' with whom he was already on a 
trustfiil, even grateful footing ; 'and sold him his MS. at one 
' louis-d'or the sheet. At the same time, too, he recognised 
' the necessity of quitting Mannheim, and finding a new asyltmi 

■ in Sajcony ; seeing, withal, his farther continuance here might 
' be as dangerous for him as it was a matter of apprehension 
' to his Friends. For although the Duke of Wiirtembei^ under- 
' took nothing that was hostile to him, and his Family at Soli- 
' tilde experienced no annoyance, yet the impetuous Prince 
' might, any day, take it into his head to have him put in 
' prison. In the ever-livelier desire after a securely-bidden 
' place of abode, where he might execute in peace his poetic 
' plans and enterprises, Schiller suddenly took up an earUer 
' purpose, which had been laid aside. 

' In the Stuttgart time he had known Wilhelm von Wol- 
' iogen, by and by his Brother-in-law' {they married two sis- 
ters), 'who, with three Brothers, had been bred in the Karl's 
' School. The two had, indeed, during the academic time, 
' WoUogen being some years younger, had few points of con- 
' lact, and were not intimate. But now on the appearance of 
> the Robbers, Wolzogen took a cordial affection and enthu- 
' siasm for the widely-celebrated Poet, and on closer acquaint- 

■ ance with Schiller, also aifected his Mother, — who as Widow, 

■ for her three Sons' sake, lived frequently at Stuttgart, — with a 
' deep and zealous sympathy in Schiller's fate. Schiller had. 
' with a truly childlike trust, confided himself to this excellent 
' Lady, and after his Arrest,^ — a bitter consequence of his se- 
' cret visit to Marmheim, — had confessed to her his purpose to 

• run away. Frau von Woliogen, who feared no sacrifice when 

• the question was of the fortune of her friends, had then of- 
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fcred him her family mansion, Bauerbach near Meiningen, 
as a place of refuge. Schiller's notion had also been to flj' 
thither ; though, deceived by false hopes, he changed that 
purpose. He now wrote at once to Stuttgart, and aimounced 
to Frau von Wolzogen his wish to withdraw for some time 
to Bauerbach.' To which, as is well known, the assent was 
ready and lealous. 

'Before quitting Mannheim, Schiller could not resisllhe long- 
• ing wish to see his Parents yet one time ; and wrote to them 
' accordingly, 19 Nov. 1782, in visible haste and excitement: 

" Best Parents, — As I am nt present in Manoheini, and am lo go 
" awayforevet in five days, 1 wished to prepare fpr myself and you Ibe 
" one remaining satisfaction of seeing one another once more. Today 
" is the ijth, on the 11st you receive this Letter; — if you therefore, 
" without the least delay (that is indispensable), leave Stutlgait, you 
" might on the itd bo aX the Post-house in Bretten, which Is about half 
' ' way irom Mannheim, and where you would find me. I think it would 
" be best if Mamma and Chtislophine, under the pretest of going 10 
" Ludwigsburg to Wolzi^en, should moke this journey. Take tlieFmu 
" Vischeriu" (a Captain's Widow, sung of undec the name of "Laura," 
with whom he had last lodged in Stuttgart) "and also WotiDgen with 
" you, as I wish to speak with both of them, perhaps for the last time, 
" Wokogen excepted. I will give you a Karolin as journey-money ; but 
" not till 1 see you at Bretten. By tbe prompt fulhlment of my Fraf er, 
" 1 will perceive whether is still dear to you 

" Your evcr-gi-ateful Son, 

From Mannheim, Bauerbach or Meiningen lies about 130 
miles H.E, ; and from Stuttgart almost as far straight North, 
Bretten, 'a tittle town on a hill, celebrated as Melancthon's 
' Birthplace, his Father's house still standing there/ is some 3; 
miles 5.E. of Mannheim, and as far n.w. from Stuttgart. 
From Mannheim, in this wise, it is not at all on the road to 
Meiningen, though only a few miles more remote in direct 
distance, Schiller's purpose had been, after this affectionate 
interview, to turn at once leftward and make for Meiningen, 
by what road or roads there were from Bretten thither. Schil-- 
ler's poor guinea (Karolin) was not needed oa this occasion ; 
the rendezvous at Bretten being found impossible or inexpe- 
dient at ihe Stuttgart end of it. Our Author continues 

' Although this meeting, on which the loving Son and Bro- 
' ther wished to spend his last penny, did not take effect 
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tliis mournful longing of liis, evident from tlie Letter, and fi 
tlic purpose itself, must have touched the Father's heart with 
somewhat of a reconciliatory feeling. Schiller Senior writes 
accordingly, S December 1783, the very day after liis Son's 
arrival In Bauerbach, to Doolcscller Schwiin in Mannheim: 
" I hiLvc not noticed here the smallest symptom that his Du- 
cal Durchtaucht has any thought of having my Son searched 
for and prosecuted ; and indeed his post here has long si 
been filled up ; a circumstance which visibly indicates t: 
they can do without him." This Letter to Schwan concluf 
in the following words, which are characterisi 
Son} has, by his untimely withdrawal, against the advice^ 
his true friends, plunged himself into this difScult positto 
and it will profit him in soul and body that he feel the p 
of it, and thereby become wiser for the future. 
afraid, however, that want of actual necessaries should ci 
ipon him, for in such case 1 should feel myself obliged 1 

And in effect Schiller, during his abode in Gauerba 
twice receive little subventions of money from ti 
Father, although never without earnest and not superflut 
admonition to become more frugal, and take better heed in 
economics were, by Schiller's 
lot at all his talent; it cost him less," 
Lie a whole conspiracy and tragedy-plot 
than to adjust his sclicme of housekeeping." — At this lime 
' it was never the Father himself who wrote to Schiller, but 
' always Christophinc, by his commission ; and on the other 
' hand, Schiller too never risked writing directly to his Father, 

■ as he felt but too well how little on his part had been done 
' to justify the flight in his Father's eyes. He writes accord- 
' ingly, likewise on that 8th December i?82, to his Publisher 
' Schwan : " If you can accelerate the printing of my Fiesco, 
" you will very much oblige me by doing so. You know that 
" nothing but the prohibition to become an Author drove me 
" out of the Wijrlemberg service. If I now, on this side, don't 
" soon let my native country hear of me, they will say the step 
" I took was useless and without real motive." 

' In liauerbach Schiller lived about eight months, und^ 

■ the name of Doctor Ritter, unknown to everybody; andoni 
' the Court-Librarian, Reinwakl, in Meiningen, aftenrards I " 



■ laying-out his money. 
' own confession, " not 
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' T!rotlicr-in-ln.w,' as we shall see, * itx whom he found a solid 
' friend, had been trusted by Fran von Wohogen with the nanie 
' and true situation of the mysterious stranger. The most of 

■ Schiller's time here was spent in dramatic labours, enterprises 
' and dreams. The outcome of all these were his third civic Tra- 
' gedy, Lariisf Mt7/cr, or KaiaU uhiI Liebe, which was finished in 

■ February 1783, and the settling on JJait Carlos as anew tragic 
■ ' subject. Many reasons, meanwhile, in the last eight months, 

' had been pushing Schiller into the determination to leave his 
' asylum, and anew turn towards Mannheim. A passionate, 
' though unreturned attachment to Charlotte von Wolzogen at 
' that time tilled Schiller's soul ; and his removal therefore 
' must both to Frau von Wolzogen for her own and her 
' Daughter's sake, and to Schiller himself, have appeared de- 
' sirable. It was Frau von Wohogen's own advice to him to 
' go for a short time to Mannheim, there to get into clear 
' terms with Dalberg, who had again begim corresponding with 
'him: so, in July 1783, Schiller bade his solitary, and, by 
' this time dear and loved, abode a hasty adieu ; and, much 
' contrary to fond hope, never saw it again. 

' In September 17S3, his bargainings with TJalberg had 
' come to this result, That for a fixed salary of 500 gulden,' 
50A a year, 'he was appointed Theatre-Poet here. By this 

• means, to use his own words, the way was open (o him gra- 

■ dually to pay-off a considerable portion of his debts, and so 
' escape from the drowning whirlpool, and remain an honest 
' man. Now, furthenaore, he thought it permissible to show 
' himself to his Family with a certain composure of attitude ; 
' and opened straightway a. regular correspondence with his Pa- 
' rents again. And Captain Schiller volunteers a stiff-starched 
' but true and earnest Letter to the Baron Dalberg himself ; 

■ most humbly thanking that gracious nobleman for sixch be- 
' neficent favour shown my poor Son ; and begs withal the 
' far stranger favour that Dalberg would have the eittreme 
' goodness to appoint the then inexperienced young man some 
' true friend who might lielp hini lo arrange his housekeeping, 

• and in moral things might be his Mentor ! 

' Soon after this, an inlermillent fever threw the Poet on 
' a sick-bed ; and lamed him above tive weeks from all capacity 
' of mental labour. Not even in June of the following year 
' was the disease quite overcome. Visits, 1 
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' nil kinds of ajnusements, and more than anything else, OWR* 

■ hasty attempts al work, delayed his cure ; — so that his Fa- 
' Iher had a perfect right to bring before him his, Schiiler't, 

• own blame in the matter : '■ That thou"' ' {Er, He ; the 
then usual tone towards servants and children) ' ■■ for dght 
•■ whole months hast weltered about with intermittent itmt, 
" surely that Joes little honour to ihy study of medicine ; and 
" thou wouldsi, with great justice, have poured the bitterest 
" reproaches on any Patient who, in a case like thine, had not 
" held himself lo the diet and regimen that were prescribed to 
" him I" — 

'In Autumn 1783, (here seized Schiller so irresistible a long' 
' ing to sec his kindred again, that he repeatedly expressed to 
' his Father the great wish he had for a meeting, either at 
' Mannheim or some other place outside the Wvjrtcmberg bor- 
' ders. To the fulBlmcnt of this sclieme there were, however, 

■ in the sickness which his Mother had fallen into, in the fet- 

■ tered position of the Father, and In the rigorously frugal 
' economies of the Family, insuperable obstacles, Whcreupom 
' his Father made him the proposal, that he, Friedricfa, either 
' himself or by him, the Captain, should apply to the Duke 
' Karl's Serene Highness; and petition him for peimission to 

■ return lo his country and kindred. As Schiller to this ans- 

• wered nothing, Christopbinc time after time presslngly re- 
' pealed to him ihc Father's proposal. At the risk of again 

• anjjering his Father, Schiller gave. In his answer 10 Christo- 

• phine, of ist January 1784, the decisive declaration that his 
' honour would frightfully suffer if he, without connection with 
' any other Prince, without character and lasting mcins of sup- 
' port, after his forceful withdrawal from Wiirtemberg, should 
' again show face there. "' That my Father," adds he, as ground 

■ ol this refusal, "give his name to such a petition can help 
" me little ; for evfiry one will at once, so long as I cannot make 
" it plain that I no longer need the Duke of Wiirtemberg, sus- 
" pect in a return, obtained on petition (by myself or by an- 
" other is all one), a desire to get settled in Wiirtemberg again. 
" Sister, consider with serious allcnlion these circumstances; 
" for the happiness of thy Brother m.ay, by rash haste in this 
" matter, suffer an incurable wound. Great part of Germany 
" knows my relations to your Duke and of the way 1 left him. 

^fople tuLve interested themselves for me at the expense «f 
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" this Duke; howhorribly would the respect of the public (and 
" on this depends my whole future fortune), how miserably 
" would my own honour sink by the suspicion that I had sought 
" this return ; that my circumstances had forced me to repent 
" my former step; that the support which I had sought in the 
" wide world had misgone, and I was seeking it anew in my 
" Birthlandl The open manlike boldness, which I showed in 
" my forceful withdrawal, would get the name of a childish 
" outburst of mutiny, a stupid bit of impotent bluster, if I do 
" not make it good. Love for my dear ones, longing for my 
" Fatherland might perhapa excuse me in the heart of this or 
" the other candid man ; but the world makes no account of 
" all that. 

"For the rest, if my Father is determined to do it, I can- 
" not hinder him; only this I say to thee, Sister, that in case 
" even the Duke would permit it, I will not show myself on 
" Wiirtemberg ground till 1 have at least a character (for which 
" object I shall zealously labour) ; - - - 

" refuses, I shall not be able to n 
" the affront thereby put upon m 
" and expressions of myself in print." 

'The intended Petition to the Duke wa: 
' and Father Schiller overcame his anger on the matter; as, 
' on closer consideration of the Son's aversion to this step, he 
' could not wholly disapprove him. Yet he did not hide from 
' Schiller Junior the steadfast wish that he would in some way 
' or other try to draw near to the Duke ; at any rate he. Father 
' Schiller, "hoped to God that their parting would not last for- 
" ever; and that, in fine, he might still hve to see his only Son 
" near him again." 

' In Mannheim Schiller's financial position, in spite of his 
' earnest purpose to manage wisely, grew by degrees worse 
' rather than better. Owing to the many little expenses laid 

■ upon him by his connections in society, his income would 
' not suffice ; and the cash-box was not seldom run so low that 
' he had not wherewithal to support himself next day. Of as- 
' sistance from home, with the rigorous income of his Father, 
' which scarcely amounted to 40/. a year, there could nothing 
' be expected; and over and above, the Father himself had, in 

■ Ihis respect, very clearly spoken his mind. " Parents and 
" Sisters," said Schiller Senior, " have as just a. right a& tWf 
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" have a conRdence, in cases of necMsily, to expect fi 
" support from a Hua." To fill to ovcrltuwing the tneMiu 
' the I'oci's economical disireas, there now atept fortb « 
' some sccrci creditors of his in Stuttgarl, demanding t: 
' diatc payment, Whereupon, in ([uick succession, therea 

■ to Cnptain Schiller, lo liia great terror, two drafts from | 
' Son, requiring of him, the one lo/., the other 5/. The C 
' tain, after stern reflection, determined at last lo be good] 

■ both demands : but wrote to the Son that he only dJd turn 

• order that his, the Son's, labour might not be disturbed ; 

■ the confident anticipation that the Son, regardful of his ]] 
' Sistvrsandihcirbit of portion, would not leave him In the hirt 

■ Hut .Schiller, whom still other debts in StutlKart, 1 

■ known to his Fnlhcr, were pressing hard, could only r 

• the smaller of ihoc drafts ; and thus the worthy Father a 
' himtelf compelled to pay the larger, the 10/., out of the s 

• ings he luid made for outfit of his Daughters, VVhercup( 

• as was not undeserved, he took his Son tightly to task, a 

• wrote to him : "As long as thou, my Son, shalt make i 
" reckoning on resources that arc still to come, and there^ 
" arcstillsubjecttochanccand mischance, so long wilt thou o 
" liiiuc in thy mess nf embarrassments. Furthermore, i 
•• as thou thinkcsi, This gulden or batxen (shilling or farthij 
" can't help mc to get over it ; so long will thy debts bccol 
" never the smaller : and, what were a sorrow to me, thou 1| 
" not be able, after a he.ivy labour of head got done, t 
" thyself in the society of other good men. But, wltha 
'■ rccrcat ion-days of that kind more numerous than work.dagi 
" that surely wilt not turn out well. Host Son, thy abode! 
'■ Baiierbach has been of th.it latter kind. J/inc illce lacrytm 
" For these thou art now suffering, and that not by accidc 
" The embarrassment thou now art in is verily a work ofHigl 
" Trovidcncc, lo lead thcc off from too great trust in thy a 
" force : to make thee soft and contrite : that, laying aside*! 
" sclfwill, thou m.iycsl follow more the counsel u. thy FatW 
" and other true friends ; must meet every one with due | 
" spcctiul courtesy and readiness to oblige ; and become e 
" more convinced that our most gracious Duke, in his reatrlS 
" live plans, meant well with thee ; and that altogether thy 
" position and outlooks had now been better, hadst thou com- 
" plied, and continued in thy country. Many a timo i Bad 



THE FATHER. aog 

" thou Tiasl wayward humours, that mnVc thcc to thy truest 
" friend scarcely endurable ; stiff ways which repel the best- 
" wishing man ; — for example, when I sent thee my excellent 
" old friend Hcrr Amtmann Cramer from Altdorf near Speler, 
■' who had come to Herr Hofrath Schwati's in the end of last 
" year, thy reception of him was altogether dry and stingy, 
" though by my Letter I had given thee so good an opportu- 
" nity to seek the friendship of this honourable, Talional and 
" influential man (who has no children of his own), and lo try 
" whether he might not have been of help to ihee, Thou wilt 
" do well, I think, to try and make good this fault on another 
" opportunity." 

■ At the same time the old man repeatedly pressed him to 
' return to Medicine, and graduate in Heidelberg : "a theatre- 
" poet in Germany," he signified, " was but a small light; and 
" as he, the Son, with all his Three Pieces, had not made any 
" footing for himself, what was to be expected of the future 
" ones, which might not be of equal strength 1 Doctorship, 
" on the other hand, would give him a sure income and repu- 
" tation as well." — Schiller himself was actually determined 
' to follow his Father's advice as to Medicine; hut this project 
' and others of the same, which were sometimes taken up, went 
' to nothing, now and always, for want of money to begin with. 

' Amid these old tormenting hindrances, affronts and em- 
' barrassments. Schiller had also many joyful experiences, to 
' which even his Father was not wholly indifferent. To these 
■ belong, besides many others, his reception into the Xur- 
• fifahische Deutsche Giseltschaft,' German Society of the Elec- 
toral Palatinate, ' of this year ; which he himself calls a great 
> step for his establishment ; as well as the stormy applause 
' with which his third Piece, Kabale und Leibi, came upon the 
' boards, in March following. His Father acknowledged re- 
' ceipl of this latter Work with the words, " That I possess a 
" copy of thy new Tragedy I tell nobody ; for I dare not, on 
" account of certain passages, let any one notice that it has 
" pleased me." Nevertheless the Piece, as already The Rob- 
' itrs had done, came in Stuttgart also to the acting point ; 
' and was received with loud approval. Schiller now, with 
' new pleasure and inspiration, laid hands on his Don Carlos; 
' and with the happy progress of this Work, there began for 
' tiim a more confident temper of mind, and a clearing-up of 
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■ horiion and duIIooIi ; which henceforth only iranaienUy ; 
' to embarriuMiicnts in his outer life. 

■ Soon after this, however, there can 

• pected event so suddenly and painfully 
' eaciteirent and misery, he fairly hurt the (cclings o( his Fa^ 

• llicr by unreasonable requirements Oi him, and reproaches Oft 

■ ihcir bcin|: refused. A principid Stuttfiart Cnuljoncr otiiii, 
'incessantly pressed upon by the stringent mc&surcs of tbe 
' creditors there, had fairly tTin off, saved himself by flight, ftom 
' Stuttgart, and hcen seized in Mannheim, and there put in 
' jail. Were not this Prisoner ni once got out, Schiltn's hoor 
' our and peace of conscience were .it stoke. And »o, before 
' his (properly Slreichcr's) Landlord, the Architect WSIkI, 
' could get together the required 300 gulden, and save this BB- 

• lucky friend, the half-dospcrate Poet had written home, aod 

• begged from his Father that indispensable sum. And on 

• the Father's clear refusal, had answered him with a very on- 
' filial Letter. Not till after the lapse of seven weeks, did tbe 

■ Father reply : in a Letter, which, as a luminous memorial of 
' his faithful honest father-heart and of his considerate just 
' character as a man, deserves insertion here; 

" Very unwilling," writes he, "am I to proceed to Ihe ans- 
" wering of thy last Letter, alst November, of the past year; 
*' which I could rather wish never to have read than now to 
" taste again the bitterness contained there. Not enough that 
" thou, in the beginning of the said Letter, very undeservedly 
" reproachest me, as if 1 could and should have raised the 300 
■' gulden for thee, — thou continues! to blame me, in a veiy 
■' painful way, for my inquiries about thee on this occasion. 
" Dear Son, the relation between a good Father and his Son 
" fallen into such a strait, who, although gifted with many 
" faculties of mind, is still, in all that belongs to true grcat- 
" ness and contentment, much mistaken and astray, can never 
" justify the Son in taking up as an injury what the Father 
" has said out of love, out of consideration and experience of 
" his own, and meant only for his Son's good. As to what 
" concerns those 300 gulden, every one, alas, who knows my 
" position here, knows that it cannot be possible for me to 
"have even 50 gulden, not to speak of 30D, before tne in 
" store ; and that I should borrow such a sum, to the still 
P further disadvantage of my other children, for a Son, who of 
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the much that he has promised me has been able to perform 
' so little, — there, for certain, wei-e I an unjust Father." 
Farther on, the old man takes him up on another side, a pri- 
vate faroilj' affair. Schiller had, directly and through others, 
in reference to the prospect of a, marriage hetween his elder 
Sister Chrislophine and his friend Reinwald the Court Li- 
brarian of Meiningen, expressed himself in a doubting manner, 
and thereby delayed the settlement of this affair. In regard 
to which his Father (ells him ; 

" And now I have something to remark in respect of thy 
' Sister. As thou, my Son, partly straight out, and partly 
' through Frau von Kalb, hast pictured Reinwald in a way to 
' deter both me and thy Sister in counselling and negotiating 
' in the way we intended, the affair seems to have become 
' quite retrograde : for Reinwald, these two months past, has 
' not written a word more. Whether thou, my Son, didst 
' well to hinder a match not unsuitable for the age, and the 
' narrow pecuniary circumstances of thy Sister, Cod, who sees 
' into futurity, knows. As 1 am now sixty-one years of age, and 
' can leave little fortune when I die ; and as thou, my Son, 
' how happily soever thy hopes be fulfilled, wilt yet have to 
' struggle, years long, to get out of these present embarrass- 
' ments, and arrange thyself suitably ; and as, after that, thy 
' own probable marriage will always require thee to have more 
' thy own advantages In view, than to be able to trouble thy- 
' self much about those of thy Sisters ; — it would not, all things 
' considered, have been ill if Christophine had got a settle- 
' ment. She would quite certainly, with her apparent regard 
' for Reinwald, have been able to fit herself into his ways and 
' him ; all the better as she. Cod be thanked, is not yet smit 
' with ambition, and the wish for great things, and can suit 
' herself to all conditions." 

The Reinwald marriage did lake place by and by, in spite 
of Schiller Junior's doubts; and had not Christophine been the 
paragon of Wives, might have ended very ill for all parties. 

■ After these incidents, Schiller bent his whole strength to 
' disengage himself from the crushing burden of his debts, 
' and to attain the goal marked out for him by his Parents' 
wishes, — an enduring settlement and steady way of life. Two 
things essentially contributed to enliven his activity, and 
brigbten his prospects into the fiiture. One was, the original 
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* beginning, which falls in next June 1 784. of his friei 

' tiinacy with the excellent KCraer ; in whom 

' not only the first founder of his outer fortune in life, but also 

' a kindred spirit, and cordial friend such as he had ncrer bt- 

' fore had. The second was, that he made, what shaped his 

[■ ' future lot, acquaintance with Duke Karl August of Weimar; 

I ' who, after hearing him read the first act of ZJaii Carlos al the 

I ' Court of Darmstadt, had a long conversation with the Poet. 

< and ofticially, in consequence of the same, bestowed on him 

I ' the title of Rath. This new relation to a noble German 

I • Prince gave him a certain standing-ground for the future; 

■ and at the same time improved his present condition, by 
' completely securing hitn in respect of any risk from WBr- 
' temberg. The now Schiller, as Court- Counsellor (HcfreA) 
■to the Duke of Weimar; distinguished in this way by a 
' Prince, who was acquainted with the Muses, and accustomed 

I * only to what was excellent, — slept forth in much freer atli- 
' tude, secure of his position and himself, than the poor fugi- 
' live under ban of law had done. 

' Out of this, however, and the fact resulting from it, that be 
' now assumed a more decisive form of speech in the Periodical 
' "Thalia" founded by him, and therein spared the players 
' as little as the public, there grew for him so many and such 

■ irritating brabbles and annoyances that he dett^rmined to 

• quit his connection with the Theatre, leave Mannheim alto- 
. * gether ; and, at Leipzig with his new title of Rath, to begin 
I ' a new honourable career. So soon as the necessary moneys 
I * and advices from his friend' (Korner) "had arrived, he re- 
[ • paired thither, end of March l^Zl ; and remained there all 

' the summer. In October of the same year, he followed his 
' friend TCorner to DresJen ; and found in the family of this 
' just-minded, clear-seeing man the purest and warmest syra.- 

• pathy for himself and his fortunes. The year 1787 led him 
' at last to Weimar. But here too he had still long lo struggle, 
' under the pressure of poverty and want of many things, while 
' the world, in ever-increasing admiration, was resounding with 
' his name, till, in 1789, his longing for a civic existence, and 

• therewith the intensest wish of his Parents, was fulfiUed. 

' Inexpressible was the joy of the now elderly Father to 

' see his deeply-beloved Son, after so raanY Toam.u\?.s, n\is- 

L Bttsnnd battics, at last scXUed aa ?m5c5.&aT \(v^ctv-\-. a-na 
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tlicrenftcr, at the side of an excellent Wife, happy at a 
hearth of his own. The economic circumstances of tlic Son 
were now also shaped to the Father's satisfaction. If his 
College salary was small, his literary labours, added thereto, 
yielded him a sufficient income ; his Wife moreover bad come 
to him quite fitted out, and her Mother had given all that be- 
longs to a household. "Our economical adjustment,'.' writes 
Schiller to his Father, some weeks after their marriage, " has 
' fallen out, beyond all my wishes, well ; and the order, the dig- 
' nity which I see around me here serves greatly to exhilarate 
' my mind. Could you but for a moment get to me, you would 
' rejoice at the happiness of your Son." 

' Well satisfied and joyful of heart, from this time, the 
Father's eye followed his Son's career of greatness and re- 
nown upon whidt the admired Poet every year stepped on- 
wards, powerfuler, and richer in results, without ever, even 
transiently, becoming strange to his Father's house and his 
kindred there. Quite otherwise, all letters of the Son to 
Father and Mother bear the evident stamp of true-hearted, 
grateful and pious filial love. He took, tbroughout, the hearti- 
est share in all, even the smallest, events that befell in his 
Father's house ; and in return communicated to his loved 
ones all of his own history that could soothe and gratify them. 
Of this the following Letter, written by him, 26th October 
1 79 1 1 on receipt of a case of wine sent from home, furnishes a 
convincing proof; 

" Dearfat Father, — I have jusl returned with niy dear Lolte from 
" RudoLstadt" (her native place), "where I was passing part of my holi- 
" days; and find your Letter. Thousand thanks for the Ihrice-welcome 
" Dews you give me there, of tbe improving health of our dear Mother, 
" and oflhe general welfare of you all. The conviction Ihalil goes well 
" with you, and that none of my dear ioved ones is suffering, heightens 
" forme the happiness which I enjoy here at the side of my dear Lotle. 

" Vou arc careful, even at this great dislanee, for your children, and 
" gladden ourlUtle household with gifts. Heartiest thanks from ns both 
'' for the Wine you have sent; and with the earliest camoge-post the 
" Keinwalds shall have their share. Day after tomorrow we will cele- 
" brale your Birthday as if you were present, and with our whole heart 
" drink your health. * 

"Here I semi you a little producvioa o(m^\icn,iNVv&i. 
"flJve^eawjreioniydeatMothcr anCiSisters', toxA A^^»^^■^« 
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" Caltmiar, and in this of 1791 and in the 1791 thai will follow, Have 
" underlskco the task. Insignificant as a Calendar seems lo be, 11 ' 
" tliatkiml ofboolc which the Publishers can circulate Ihe most eile 
" sively, nnd which ncconliryjlr brings tbem Ihe best pajiacnx. to the 
k " Authors also they can, accordingly, offer much more. For this Esmj 
•* on Ihc Thirty- Years IVar they have given me Bo I-onis-d'or, and I 
'' have in the middle of my Lectures wrillen it in four weeks. Piinl, 
" copperplates, biadioB, Author's honomtium cost Ihc Publisher 4,500 
" reichitialtr(6Til.\i and he counls on a sale of 7,000 copies or aioR:. 

"i.%lh. Today," so he continues, after some remarhs on a good old 
ftiendofhisFalher's, wrillen after interruption,— "Today is your Birth- 
" day, liearest Father, which we both celebrate with a pious joy thni 
" Ilcnvcnhas still preserved you sound and happy for us thiu fiir. titj 
" Heaven still watch over your dear life and your health, and pw atr w 
" your days lo the latest age, that so your gratefiil Son ina^ be lHAe U 
" spread, with all the power he has, joy and contentment over the «va> 
" ing of your life, and pay the debts of filial duty lo you I 

"FareweU, my dearest Father; lovinfi kisses lo ottrdenreslMollier, 
" awl my dear SiiteiS. Wc will soon write again. 

"The Wine has arrived in good condition; otice more receive our 
" hearty thanks. — Your grateful and obedient Son 

"Fm 



' In the beginning of this year (1791) the Poet had been 

* aeiied with a violent and dangerous affection of the chest, 
he itnmediate danger was now over; but his bodily health 
as, for the rest of his life, shattered to ruin, .md required, 
ir the time coming, especially for the time just come, all 

r of soft trciitment and repose. The worst therefore 
i lo be feared if his friends and he could not manage to 
'- place him, for the next few years, in a position freer from 
!* economic cares than now. Unexpectedly, in this difiiculty, 
i help appeared out of Denmark, Two warm admirers of Schil- 
' ler'K genius, the then hereditary Prince of Holstein-Augusten- 
'burg' (Grandfather of the Prince Christian now, iSyz, con- 
spicuous in our English Court), 'and Count von Schimmel- 
inn, offered the Poet a pension of I, ODD thalers' (150/.) 'for 
' three years ; and this with a iineness and delicacy of manner, 

• which touched the recipient more even than the offer itself did, 
' and moved him to immediate assent. The Pension was to 
' remain a secret ; ^ut how could Schiller prevail on himself to 

to his Parents? With tears of thankfiihiess the 
!s received this glad message-, in ftievi ^vcoi^m\'cvte*vf^ 
' t of this the beneficeTA cqo-vicaIvo-o. ftox. -LVew ^o^*^ 
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• heiTy sorrows, nnd the danger in which his life hung, had 
' only been decreed by Providence to set in its right hght the 
' love and veneration which he far and near enjoyed. Schiller 
' himself this altogether unexpected proof of tenderest sym- 
' pathy^ in his fate visibly cheered, and strengthened even in 
' health ; at lowest, the strength of his spirit, which now felt 
' itself free from outward embarrassments, subdued under it 

■ the weakness of his body. 

' In the middle of the year 1793, the love of his native 
' country, and the longing after his kindred, became so lively 
' in him that he determined, with his Wife, to visit Swabia. He 
' writes to Kiimer : "The Swabian, whom I thought I hadalto- 
" gether got done with, stirs himself strongly in me; but indeed 
" I have been eleven years parted from Swabia; and Thiiringen 
" is not the country in which I can forget it.'' In August he 
'set out, and halted first in the then Reiekstadt' (Imperial 
Free-Iown) ' Heilbronn, where he found the friendliest re- 

■ ception ; and enjoyed the first indescribable emotion in seeing 
' again his Parents, Sisters and early friends. " My dear 
" ones," writes he to Korner, a7th August, from Heilbronn, " I 
" found well to do, and, as thou canst suppose, greatly rejoiced 
" to meet me again. My Father, in his seventieth year, is the 
" image of a healthy old age ; and any one who did not know 
" his years would not count them above sixty. He is in con- 
" tinual activity, and this it is which keeps him healthy and 
" youthful." In large draughts the robust old man enjoyed the 
' pleasure, long forborne, of gazing into the eyes of his Son, 
' who now stood before him a completed man. He knew not 
' whether more to admire than love him ; for, in his whole 

• appearance, and all his speeches and doings, there stamped 
' itself a powerful lofty spirit, a tender loving heart, and a pure 

■ noble character. His youthful fire was softened, a mild seri- 
' ousness and a friendly dignity did not leave him even in jest ; 

■ instead of his old neglect in dress, there had come a dignified 
' elegance ; and his lean figure and his pale face completed the 
' interest of his look. To this was yet added the almost won- 
' derful gift of conversation upon the objects that were dear to 
' him, whenever he was not borne dowt\. \f% alVasLVa di '■Siv«sa- 

' From Heilbronn, soon aftei: hw anwji, SAC-S*:^. nswrs-^e 
M^.P|»ib! A'ari, in the style of a gralrf>A ioTtnec Y'\'i\V-«'w™v^^ 
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* iradictory circumstances had pushed away from his » 

* counirj". He got no answer from the Uitfce ; but from SUI 

■ gait friends he did get sure tidings that the Duke, o 

* of this Letter, had publicly said, If Schiller came into V 
" temberg Terrilory, he, the Duke, would take no n 

■ Schiller Senior, too, he had at the same lime gruited d 

■ humble petition that he tnight have leave to visit his Son 
' Hcilbronn now and then. 

• Under these circumstances, Schiller, perfectly secure, vi- 
' sited Ludwigsburg and even Solitiidc, without, as he himsdf 

■ expressed it, asking permission of the " Scbwabenkdnig.'' 

■ And, in September, in the near prospect of his Wife's confine- 
' ment, he went altogether to Ludwigsburg, where he was » 

■ good deal nearer to bis kindred ; and moreover, in the clever 
' Court-Doctor von Hoven, a friend of his youth, hoped lo find 
' counsel, help and enjoyment. Soon after his removal, Schiller 
' had, in the birth of his eldest Son, Karl, the sweet happiness 

■ of first paternal joy ; and with delight saw fulfilled what he 
' had written to a friend shortly before his departure from Jena; 
" I shall taste the joys of a Son and of a Father, and it will, 
" between these two feeUngs of Nature, go right well with me." 

' The Duke, ill of gout, and perhaps feehng that death was 
' nigh, seemed to make a point of strictly ignoring Schiller : and 
' laid not the least hindrance in his way. On the contrary, he 
' granted Schiller Senior, on petition, the permission to make 
' use of a certain Bath as long as' he liked ; and this Bath lay 
< so near Ludwigsburg that he could not but think the mean^ 
' ing merely was, that the Fallier wished lo be nearer his Son, 
' Absence was at once granted by the Duke, useful and neces- 
' sary as the elder Schiller always was to him at home. 
' the old man, now Major Schiller, still carried on his ■ 
' seeing of the Ducal Gardens and Nurseries at Solitiide, i 
' his punctual diligence, fidelity, intelligence and other extit 
• lenccs in that function had long been recognised. 

' In a few weeks after, 24th October 1 793, Duke Karl die 
' and was, by his illustrious Pupil, regarded as in so 
' paternal friend. Schiller thought only of the great qualiti 
' of the deceased, and of the good he had done him ; 
' of the great faults which as Sovereign, and as man, he ha4 
' manifested. Only to his most familiar friend did he w 
"The death of old Herod has bad no iniluencc either o 
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" or my Family, — except indeed that all mon who had immcdi- 
" alely to do with that Sovereign Herr, as my Father had, are 
" glad now to have the prospect of a man before them. That 
" the new Duke is, in every good, and also in every bad mean- 
" ing of the word." Withal, however, his Father, to whom 
' naturally the favour of the new Duke, Ludwig Eugen, was of 
' importance, could not persuade Schiller to welcome him to 
' the Sovereignty with a poem. To Schiller's feelings it was 
' unendurable to awaken, for the sake of an external advantage 
' from the new Lord, any suspicions as if he welcomed the death 
' of the old.'" 

Christophine, Schiller's eldest Sister, whom he always loved 
the most, was not here in Swabla ; — long hundred miles away, 
poor Christophine, with her sickly and gloomy Husband at 
Meiningen, these ten years past 1— but the younger two, Luise 
and Nanette, were with him, the former daily at his hand. 
Luise was then twenty-seven, and is described as an excellent 
domestic creature, amiable, affectionate, even enthusiastic; yet 
who at an early period, though full of admiration about her 
Brother and his affairs, had turned all her faculties and tend- 
encies upon domestic practicality, and the satisfaction of being 
useful to her loved ones in their daily life and wants.** ' Her 
' element was altogether house-management : the aim of her 
' endeavour to attain the virtues by which she saw her pious 
' Mother made happy herself, in making others happy in the 
' narrow in-door kingdom, "^his quiet household vocation, with 
' its manifold labours and its simple joys, was Luise's world; 
' beyond which she needed nothing and demanded nothing. 

■ From her Father she had inherited this feeling for the prac- 
' tical, and this restless activity ; from the Mother her piety, 
' compassion and kindliness ; from both, the love of order, 
' regularity and contentment. Luise, in the weak state of 

■ Schiller's Wife's health, was right glad to take charge of her 

■ Brother's housekeeping ; and, first at Ueilbronn and then at 

■ Ludwigsburg, did it to the complete satisfaction both of Bro- 
' ther and Sister-in-law. Schiller himself gives to Ktirner the 
' grateful testimony, that she "very well understands house- 
" hold management." 

' In this daily relation with her delicate and loving Brother, 
. ' 10 whom Luise looked up with a sort of timid adoration, he 
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* became ever dc-irer to her; with a silent delight, she 
' often look into the soft eyes of the great and vroi 

■ man ; from whose powerful spirit she stood so distant, I 
' to whose rich heart so near. Ail-too rapidly for her flea 
' the bright days of his ubode in his home-land, and lonj i 
' looked aflcr the vanished one with sad longing; and ScfaS 
' also felt himself drawn closer to his Sister than before ; 

■ whose silent faithful worlting his abode in Swabia had b 
' made so smooth and a^eeable.' 

Nanette he had, as will by and by appear^ seen at Jena, 
her Mother's visit there, the year before; — with admiration a 
surprise he then saw the little erealure whom he had left 
pretty child of five years old, now become a bloom.ing maidt 
beautiful to eye and heart, and had often thought of her sm 
She too was often in his house, at present ; a loved and inl 
esting object always. She had been a great success in | 
foreign Jena circle, last year; and had left bright memor 
there. This is wimt Saupe says afterwards, of her appearu) 
at Jena, and now in Schiller's temporary Swabian home: 

' She evinced the finest faculties of mind, and an uoca 
' men receptivity and docility, and soon became to all (J 
' got acquainted with her a dear and precious object. To i 
' claira passages from her Brother's Poems was her greats 
' joy ; she did her recitation well ; and her Swabian ; 
' and naivety of manner gave her an additional charm forh 
' new relatives, and even exercised a beneficent influence q 
' the Poet's own feelings. With hearty pleasure his beami; 
' eyes rested often on the dear Swabian girl, who understo< 
' how to awaken in his heart the sweet tones of childhood a 
• liome. ■' She is good," writes he of her to his friend Kfirtui 
" and it seems as if something could he made of her. SI 
■' is yet much the child of nature, and that is still the best s] 
" could be, never having been able to acquire any reasonab 
" culture." WithSchiller'sabode in Swabia. from Augusti79 
' till May 1794, Nanette grew still closer lo his heart, and i 
' his enlivening and inspiring neighbourhood her 
' character shot out so many rich blossoms, that Schiller 
' quitting his Father's house felt justified in the fairest hope 
' for the future.' Just before her visit to Jena, SchiHer Senifl 
writes to his Son ; " It is a great pity for Nanette that I c 
^^d|t ;^Te her a better education. She has seasq aod ti 
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' and Ihe best of hearts ; much too of my dear Friti's turn of 
' mind, as he will himself see, and be able to judge."'* 

■ For the rest, on what childlike confidential terms Schiller 
lived wiih his Parents at this time, one may see by the fol- 
lowing Letter, of 8th November 1793, from Ludwigsburg : 

" Right sorry am I, dearest Parents, that I shall not be able lo cele- 
' bralc my Birthday, nth November, olong wilh you. But I see well 
' that good Papa cannot righdyrisk just now to leave Soliliide ataU, — 
' a visit from Ihe Duke being expected there every day. On the whole, 
' it does not altogether depend on the day on which one is to be merry 
' wilh loved souls ; and every day on which I can be where my dear 
' Parents ate shall be festal and welcome to me like a Birthday. 

"About the precious little one here Momma is not to be uneasy." 
(Here follow some more precise details about the health of this bttle 
Gold Son 1 omitted. ) " Of wntchiog and nursing he has no lack ; that 
" you may believe ; and he is indeed, a little leanness excepted, very 
lively and has a good appetite. 

" I have been, since I made an excursion to Stuttgart, tolerably 
well j and have employed this favourable time to get a little forward 
in my various employmeuts which have been lying waste so long. For 
this whole week, I have been very diligent, and getting on bri.tkly. 
This is also the cause that I have not written to you. I am always 
supremely happy when I am busy and my labour speeds. 

"For your so precious Portrait I thank you a thousand times, dearest 
Father: yet glad as I am to possess this memoiiol of you, much glad- 
der still am I that Providence has granted me to have you yourself, 
and lo live in your neigh hourhood. But we must profit better by this 



you Bland with him, there vrould be, I think, no difficulty in a short 
absence of a. few days, especially al this season of Ihe year. 1 will 
send up the carriage" (hired at Jena for the visit thither and back) "at 
the very first opportunity, and leave it with you, to be ready always 
when you can come. 
" My and all our hearty and cUiWlike salutations to you both, ami 
" lo the good Nane" (Nanette) "my brotherly salutation. 
" Hoping soon for a joyilil meeting, — Your obedient Son, 

"Fhiedrich Schiller." 
■ In the new-year lime 1 794, Schiller spent several agree- 

■ able weeks in Stuttgart ; whither he had gone primarily on 

■ account of some family matter which had required settling 
' there. At least he informs his friend Korner, on the 1 7th 
' March, from Stuttgart, " I hope to be not quite useless to 
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" my Father here, though, from the connectioos in which I I 

■' stand, I can expect nothing for myself." I 

■ By degrees, however, the sickly, often-ailing Poet began 

• to long again for a quiet, uniform way of life ; and this feel- 
' ing, daily strengthened by the want of intellectual con^-ersa- 
' lion, which had become a necessary for him, grew at length 
' so strong, that he, with an alleviated heart, thought of depar- 

• ture from his Birth-land, and of quitting his loved ones ; glad 

■ that Providence had granted him again to possess his Pareoli 
' and Sisters for months long, and to live in their ncighbour- 
' hood. He gathered himself into leadiness for the journey 
' back ; and returned, first to his original quarters at Hcilbroan, 

■ and. in May 1 794, with Wife and Child, to Jena. 

' Major Schiller, whom the joy to see his Son and Grand- 
' son seemed to have made young again, lived with fresh plea- 

■ sure in his idyllic calling ; and in free hours busied himself 

■ with writing down his twenty-years experiences in the do- 
' main of garden- and tree-culture, — ^in a Work, the printing 
' and publication of which were got managed for him by his 

■ renowned Son. In November 1794 he was informed thai 

■ the young Publisher of the first Musen- Almanack had ac- 

■ ccpted his MS. for an honorarium of twenty-four Karolins ; 
' and that the same was already gone to press. Along with 

■ this, the good old Major was valued by his Prince, and by 
' all who knew him. His subordinates loved him as a Just 
' impartial man ; feared him, too, however, in his stringent love 
' of order. Wife and children showed him the most reverent 
' regard and tender love ; but the Son was the ornament of 
' his old age. He lived to see the full renown of the Poel^ 

■ and his close connection with Cocthe, through which hen 

• to attain complete mastership and lasting composure. Wi 
' hands quivering for joy the old man grasped the mss. 3 

• his dear Son ; which from Jena, vi& Cotta's Stuttgart War 
' houses, were before all things transmitted to him. 
' paper from his hand, which is still in existence, there is 
' a touching expression of thanks, That God had given 1 
' such a joy in his Son. "And Thou Being of all beings," s; 

in the same, " to Thee did I pray, at the h\ct.tv ot toy q 
ti thM Thm ivouldst supply to himins«eTvs,v'o.o^w 
f Iftcu/iy what I, from want of leartvins, co«\4 wa ' 
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" and Tlmu hast heard mc. Thanks to Thee, most merciful 
" Being, that Thou hast heard the prayer of a mortal 1" 

' Sehiller had left his loved ones at Solitiide whole and 
' well ; and with the firm hope that he would see them all again. 
' And the next-following years did pass untroubled over the 
' prosperous Family. But "iU*luck," as the proverb says, 
"comes with a long stride." In the Spring of 1796, when the 
' French, under Jourdan and Moreau, had overrun South Ger- 
' many, there reached Schiller, on a sudden, alarming tidings 
' from Solitiide. In the Austrian chief Hospital, which had 

■ been eatabUshcd in the Castle there, an epidemic fever had 
' broken out ; and had visited the Schiller Family among others. 
' The youngest Daughter Nanette had sunk under this pes- 
' tilence, in the flower of her years ; and whilst the second 
' Daughter Luise lay like to die of the same, the Father also 
' was laid bedrid with gout. For fear of infection, nobody ex- 
' cept the Doctors would cisk himself at Solitude ; and so the 
' poor weakly Mother stood forsaken there, and had, for months 
' long, to bear alone the whole burden of the household dis- 
' tress. Schiller felt it painfully that he was unable to help 
' his loved ones, in so terrible a posture of affairs ; and it cost 
' him great effort to hide these feelings from his friends. In 
' his pain and anxiety, he turned himself at last to his eldest 
' Sister Christophine, Wife of Hofrath Reinwald in Meiningen ; 
' and persuaded her to go to Solitiide to comfort and support 
' her people there. Had not the true Sister-heart at once ac- 
' ceded to her Brother's wishes, he had himself taken the firm 
' determination to go in person to Swabia, in the middle of 
' May, and bring his Family away from Solitude, and make ar- 
' rangements for their nursing and accommodation. The news 
' of his Sister's setting out relieved him of a great and con- 
' tinual anxiety. " Heaven bless thee," writes he to her on the 

■ 6lh May, " for this proof of thy filial love." He earnestly en- 
' treats her to prevent his dear Parents from delaying, out of 

■ thrift, any wholesome means of improvement to their health ; 
' and declares himself ready, with Joy, to bear all costs, those 

[ ' of travelling included: she is to draw on Cotta in Tiibingcn 
' for whatever money she needs. Her Husband also be thanks, 

■ in a cordial Letter, for his consent to this journey of his Wife. 

'July 1 1, 1 796, was born to \\\c TotV -^Vq Vi.&."'f>t?»"-w^ 
f ■ much trouble about his ovm •hoaae^tAa. ^ot ««afe ■C\g»,'a»> 
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' second Snn, Knidt. drcnl feare hnd bm enterbuiied fat ibt 
' Mothrr ; which proving grmindlets, the happy etvm liAerit 
' heavy burden from his heart : and he again teak eoarageiai 
' hcpe. But toon after, on the 1 5th August, b«r writes again ta 
' Uie faithlul K6iner ahoui his kinsfolk in Swr.'ibia : " Fron the 
" War we have not sufTered m> much ; but all the marc from 
" the condition or my Kaiher, who, brokcn-down under an ot>- 
" •linaie and painful disease, is slowly wending lowards death. 
" How tad Ihli fact is, thou mayeat think." 

' Within few weeks after, 7th September 1 796, the Falhei 
' died ; in hii levcnty-third year, afier a sick-bed of eight months. 
' Thoui;b hU departure could not be reckoned other than a 
' blessing, yet the good Son was deeply shattered by the news 
' of it, Wh.-^t his filially faithful soul suffered, in these painful 
' days, it touchingly imaced in two Letters, which may here 
' make a lilting close to this Life-sketch of Schiller's Father. 
' It was twelve days after his Father's death when he wrote to 
' hii Brother-in-law, Keinwald in Meiningen : 

"Thou hn«t hei-c news, ilcnr Brolher, ofllic release of our good Fa- 
" Iber 1 which, much as it had 10 be cxpctied, nay wished, has deeply 
" afTcctodui lil. Ilie coaciiuion of to long and withal w active a life 
" in, ovMi lur byitoiHlem. a touching object: what must it be to ibase 
" whom it M) nearly conceron? 1 have to tear myself away ftam think- 
" ing of Ihii painful loss, lince it i!> my part to help the dear remaining 
" onei, It ii n great comfort to thy Wife ibal she has lieeo able to con- 
" tinue Bnd fulfil her dauchlerly duty IlU hetFnlhet's last release. She 
" would never iiave consoled herself, had be died a feiv days afler her 
" depArlure home. 

"Thou undertUndest how in the first days of this fatal breach among 
" u), while »o manypalnfnl thing* atorm-in upon our good Mother; thy 
" Chriitophinecnukl not have left, even hod the Post been in free coune. 
" But Ibis still remains slopped, and we must wait the War-events on 
" the Franconian, Swabian and Faladoale borders. How much this 
"alisenceoflby Wife must afflict, I feel along with tbee; but who can 
" fight ftgninst such ■ chain of inevitable destinies? AJas, public and 
" universal disorder rolls up into itself our private events too, in the 
" falnlent way. 

"Thy Wife longs from her heart for home; and she only the more 
"deserves our regard that she, against ber inclinalion and her interest, 
" resolved lo be led only by the thought of ber filial duties. Now, how- 
" ever, abe certainly will not delay an hour longerwilh ber return, the 
" instant it can be entered upon without danger and impossibility. Com- 
" fori her too when thou writest to her; il grieves fiei lo knovi thee Sat> 
'_' soken, and lo have no power to help t'Wee. _ ^ 

IjKftre rfrtt wdL dear Brother.— Ttine, ~ 
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' Nearly at the s; 



e he wrote to his Mother : 



" Grieved ta the heart, 1 tnkc up the pen to lament with you andm^ 
carSistBTstlie loss we have just sustained. In Imth, tor tt good while 
" post I have expected DOChing else: but when Ihe inevitable actually 

" comes, it in nlwayi a sod and overwhelming stroke. To think that 
" one who was 59 dear to us, whom we huns upon with the feelings of 
" early childhood, and also in later years were bound lo by respect and 
" love, that such an object is gone from the world, tiuit with all our 
striving we cannot bring it back, — to think oftliis is always iioinethit^ 
" ftightfS. And when, like yon, tny dearest best Mother, one has slmred 
" with the lost Friend and Husband joy and sorrow for so many long 
" years, Ihe parting is all the pajnfnler. Even when I look away from 
' ' what the good Father that is gone wai to myself and to us all, I om- 
it without moumiiil emotion contemplate the close of so Etcddbst 
id active a life, which God continued to him so long, in such soilne- 
ss of body and mind, and which he managed so honourably and 
" well. Ye<i truly, it is not a small thing to hold out so fail b fully upon 
io long anJtoilsomea course; and like him, in his seveniy-lhiri year, 
to part from the wotld in so childlike and pure a mood. Might I but, 
if it coMi me all his sorrows, pass nwiiy from my life aa innocently ai 
"he from his! Life is so severe a trial ; and tbc advantages which Pro- 
" vidence, \a wme respKta, may have granted nie compared with him, 
re joined with so many dangers for the heart and for its true peacel 
" I will not attempt to comfort you and my dear Sisters. You aU 
" feel, like me, how much we have lost ; but you feel also tliat Death 
" alone could end these long sorrows. With our dear Father it is now 
1; and we shall all follow him ere long. Never shall ihe image of 
" him fade from our hearts j and our grief for him can only unite us still 
er together. 

"Five or six years ago it did not seem likely that you, my dear ones, 
■' ihould, after such a loss, find a Friend in your Brother, — that I should 
"survive our dear Father. God has ordered it otherwise; andHegtants 
ne the joy lo feel that I may still be something lo you. How really 
[ am thereto, I need not assure you. Wc all of us know one ancithcl 
n this respect, and are our dear Father's not unworthy children. 

This earnest and titanfiil lamentation, which contains also 
ajust recognition of the object lamented, may serve to prove, 
thitik Saupe and others, what is very evident, that Caspar 
SchiiJer, with his stiff, military regulations, spirit of discipline 
and rugged, angular ways, was, after a!!, the proper F.ither for 
a wide-flowing, sensitive, enthusiastic, somewhat lawless Fried- 
rich Schiller; and did beneficently compress him into some- 
thing of the shape necessary for his task in t,tus 'WTn.'A. 
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11. THE MOTHER. 



IP Schiller's Mother, Elisabetha Dorothea Kodweis, bom 
Marlifich 1733, ihc preliminary particulars have been gi« 
above : Thnt she was the daughter of an Innkce[Ter, Woodmi 
surer and Uakcr; prosperous in the place when Schiller Sen 
first arrived there. We should have added, wliat Saupe om 
that the young Surgeon boarded in their house ; and that by <i 
term Woodmeasurcr {Hohmfsur, Measurer of Wood), is 1" 
nified an OfRcial Person appointed not only to measure a 
divide into portions the wood supplied as fuel from the Due 
or Royal Forests, but to be responsible also for payment of d 
same. In which latter capacity, Kodweis, as Father SchiU 
insinuates, was rash, imprudent and unlucky, and at o 
had like to have involved that prudent, parsimonious Son-| 
law in his disastrous economics. We have also said wliat Elii 
beiha's comely looks were, and particular features ; pleasi 
and hopeful, more and more, to the strict young SiUgGC 
daily observant of her and them. 

' In her circle.' Saupe continues, 'she was thought by li 
' early playmatcsakind of enthusiast ; because she. with aven^ 

■ faculties of understanding, combined deep feeling, true pie 
> and love of Nature, a talent for Music, nay even for Poett 
' But perhaps it was the very reverse qualities in her, the fi 
' namely chat what she wanted in culture, and it may be aJ 

■ in clearness and sharpness of understanding, was so rich 

* compensated by warmth and lovingness of character,— 
' haps it was this which most attracted to her the heart of hf 
' deeply-reasonable Husband. And never had he cause ti 
' pent his choice. For she was, and remained, as is unai 
' ously testified of her by trustworthy witnesses, an unpreteni 
' ing, soft and dutiful Wife ; and, as all her Letters testify, i 
' the tenderesi mother-heart. She read a good deal, even a; 
' her marriage, little as she had of time for reading, Favourh 
' Books with her were those on Natural History ; but she likt 
' best of all to study the Biographies of famous men, or t 

• dwell in the spiritual poetising of an Uti, a Gellert and Kim 
' stock. She also liked, and in some measure had the powei 

■ to express her own feelings in verses ; which, with all thd 
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' simplicity, show a sense for rhj-thm and some expertness in 

■ diction. Here is one instance ; her salutation to tlie IIus- 

■ band who was her First-love, on New-year's day I7J7. ihc 
' ninili year of their as yet childless marriage : 

could I Inil have found forgel-me-not in the Valley, 
And rose* beside it ! Then hod I plaited thee 

In fnigiwil blossoms the garland for this New Year, 
Which ii slill lirighler to me thnn that of our Marriage was. 

1 grumble, in imlli, that the cold Noith now goreros us. 
And every llowret's bud ii freezing in the cold earth! 
Yel one thing does not freeze, I mean my loving heart ; 
Thine that is, and shares with thee its joys and sorrows. ■ 

' The Seven-Years War threw the young Wife into mani- 

■ fold anxiety and agitation; especially since she had become 
' a Mothei; and in fear for the life of her tender! y-loved Hus- 

• band, liad to tremble for the Father of her children loo. To 
' this circumstance Chrtstophine ascribes, certainly with some 

• ground, the world- important fact that her Brother had a much 
' weaker constitution than herself. He had in fact been almost 

■ bom in a camp. In laie Autumn 1759, the Infantry Regiment 

■ of Major-General Romann, in which Caspar Schiller was then 
' a Lieutenant, had, for sake of the Autumn Manoeuvres of the 
' Wiirlemberg Soldiery, taken Camp in its native region. (Jjic 
' Mother had thereupon sci out from Marbach to visit her long 

' absent Husband in the Camp ; and it was in his tent that 
' she felt the first symptoms of her travail. She rapidly hast- 

■ ened back to Marbach ; and by good luck still reached her 

• Father's house in the Market-place there, near by the greal 
' Fountain; where she, on the nth November, was delivered 
' of a Bo^ For almost four years the little Friedrich with 
' ChristopMne and Mother continued in the house of the well- 
' contented Grandparents (who had not yet fallen poor), under 
' her exclusive care. With self-sacrificing love and careful 

• fidelity, she nursed her little Boy; whose tender body had to 
' suffer not only from the common ailments of children, but 

' O AatI ich dseh im Tial ytrgiimeiimitM jjt/liiidin 
Und Rosta nihiniiit Dunn hdf iek Dir miHKdcn 
In BtlUhtnduft Htt Kram«i Jiatm n»» ^akr, 
Dir ukBmr neeh all dir am Hte/atitlagi war, 
leh tilTHi. Irann, iasi UtI dtr tallt Nerd rtgltril, 
Vndjida BlUmihiHi Ktim in talur RritmtntI 
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—J bcovily vUitinl with tils of uamp. In a beiuttifal n_ 

■ oD the botom of a lender Mother, an4 in these lirst yetn fv I 

• fiotn the oversight of a rigofou* Fnlhi-r, the Child grew Vf, 
' and unfoldcil Uiinsclf uiidci cheerful and hjjuionious it 

■ tioni. 

•On the return of his Father from the War, littl* FWn | 

■ now four years old, was <tuite the iiiiage of bia Mother; 

■ necked, freckled nnd rcddiab- haired like her. It vu 

• pious Mother's woric, luo, thai a feclini; of religion, ea^f uj 

• vivid, displayed itself in him. The easily -receptive Boy vai 

• indeed keenly iitteniive to all that his Father, in their Fainilr- 

• circle, read to them, and inexhaustible in tiucstions till he 
' had rightly caught the meaning of it : but he listened with 

• mo»t caRerness when his Father read passages from ibc Btblft 

• or vocally uttered ihein in prayer. " It wns a touching sight." 

• uiy» his eldest Sister, "the expression of devotion on the 
■■ dear little Child's countenance. With its blue eyes directed 
■' toward* Hciivcn. ilt high-blond hair about the flcar brow, 
" and its f.isl cUiipcd little hands. It was like an nn^fel's head 
" to look upon," 

■With Father's return, the happy Mother consctentin 
' shared with him the difficult and important business ofbi 
' ing up their Son; and both in union worked highly bencli 
' ally for his spiritual development, 'i'hc practical and rigOT^ 
' Father directed his chief aim to developing the Boy's ' ■"_; 

■ .ind character; the mild, pious, poetic-minded Mother, j 

■ the other hand, strove for the ennobling nurture of his h 
' and his imagination, li was almost exclusively owing b 

• that his religious feeling, his tender sense of all that i 

• good and beautiful, his love of mankind, tolerance, and c 
' bitity of self-sacrifice, in the circle of his Sisters and I 
' mate*, distinguished the Boy. 

' On Sunday afternoons, when she went to walk with fa 

■ the Children, she was wont to explain to them the Chut 
:," so stands it in Christopht 
as children, had set c 
ir Grandparents, she took the vi 

o Marbach, which leads straight over 6 

e four miles. " It was a beautiful Eas 

B Monday, and our Mother related to ua the history of the V 

'^hoylus to whom, oil their journey to Emmaus, Jesus i 



• Gospel of the day. 
' Memorials, "when « 
" with dear Mamma tt 
" from t.udwigsburg li 
'' Hill," a walk of SI 
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"joined himself. Her speech and narrative grew ever more 
" inspired ; and when we got upon the Hill, wc were all so 
" much affected that we knelt down and prayed. This Hill 
*' became a Tabor to us." 

' At other times she entertained the children with fairy-tales 
' and magic histories. Already while in Lorch she had likewise 
' led the Boy, so far as his power of comprehension and her 
' own knowledge permitted, into the domains of German Poetry. 
' Klopstock's Messias, Opiti's Poems, Paul Gerhard's and Gel- 
' left's pious Songs, were made known to him in this tender age, 
' through his Mother ; and were, for that reason, doubly dear. 

■ At one time also the artless Mother made ati attempt on him 

■ with HofmannswaJdau;^ but the sugary and windy tone of him 

■ hurt the tender poet-feeling of the Boy. With smiling dislike 

■ he pushed the Book away ; and afterwards was wont to reraarit, 
' when, at the new year, nistic congratulants with their foolish 
' rhymes would too liberally present themselves, " Mother, 
■' there is a hew Hofmannswaldau at the door 1" Thus did the 

■ excellent Mother guide forward the soul of her docile Boy, 
' with Bible-passages and Church-symbols, with tales, histories 
' and poems, into gradual form and stature. Never forgetting, 

• withal, to awaken and nourish bis sense for the beauties of 
' Nature. Before long. Nature had become his dearest abode ; 
' and only love of that could sometimes tempt him to hitle 
' abridgments of school-hours. Often, in the preily region of 
' Lorch, he wished the Sun goodnight in open song; or with 

' ' childish pathos summoned Stuttgart's Painters to represent 
I ■ the wondrous formation and glorious colouring of the sunset 
I ■ clouds. If, in such a humour, a poor man met him, his over- 

■ flawing little heart would impel htm to the most active pity; 

■ and be liberally gave away whatever he had by him and 
' thought he could dispense with. The Father, who, as above 

■ indicated, never could approve or even endure such unreason- 

• able giving-up of one's feelings to elTeminate impressions, was 

■ apt to intervene on these occasions, even with manual punish- 

■ ment, — unless the Mother were at hand to plead the little 

• culprit off. 

' But nothing did the Mother forward with more e;igerness, 

' A once-oclebmtcd Silaiaii of Ilia 171I1 ceolury, (lisliiiKuiKlied for Ilia 
blualcrous cinggcrallons, aumh-tooled caprioles, aad t«iulng oC a pnssion 
to rags;— now ertlnw, 
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by every opportunity, ihan the kindling inclinal_.__ 
' to become a Preacher ; which even showed itselfin hii^sl 
' Mother or Sister hud to put a little cowl on his htsti ti\ 
' pin round liim by way of surplice a bit of blacic apron; 
' would lie mount a chair anJ begin earnestly to preach; 

■ ing togctUcr in his own way. not without some traos 
' hcrcncy, all that he had retained from teaching ami e 
' visiting in this kinJ, and Iniorweaving it with verses of 
' The Mother, who lisicned attentively and with sil 
' putahtghci meaning into this childish play; and, in 
' saw her Son already stand in the Pulpit, and work, 
' blessings, in a spiritual office. The spiritual profession 

' at that time greatly esteemed, and gave promise of an hov 

• ourable existence. Add to this, that the course of studie 

• settled for young Wiirlcmberg Theologians not only oflerri 

• important pecuniary furtherances and advantages, but als 
' morally the fewest dangers. And thus the prudent and willal 

• pious Father, too, saw no reason to object to this inclinatm 
' of the Son and wish of the Mother, 

' It had almost happened, however, that the Latin Scfawl 

• in Ludwigsburg (where our Friti received the immediatelT 

• preparatory teaching for his calling) had quite disgusted him 

• with his destination for theology. The Teacher of Religion 
' in the Institute, a narrow-minded, angry-tempered Pietist,' as 
we have seen, 'used the sad method of tormenting his scholats 
' with continual rigorous, altogether soulless, drillings and 
'trainings in matters of mere creed; nay he threatened often 
' to whip them thoroughly if, in the repetition of the catechism. 
' a single word were wrong. And thus to the finely-senaidve 
' Boy instruction was making hateful to him what domestic 

■ influences had made dear. Yet these latter did outweigh and 
' overcome, in the end ; and he remained faithful to his purpose 
' of following a spiritual career. 

'When young Schiller, after the completion of his course 
' at the Latin School, 1 7 77, was to be confirmed, his Mother 
and her Husband came across to Ludwigsburg the daybebie 
that solemn ceremony. Just on their arrival, she saw her 
Son wandering idle and unconcerned about the streets ; and 
ipressively represented to him how greatly his indifference 
the highest and most solemn transacUtm tit Vi\s^wiTi,'s.y& 
troubled her, Stnick and afiecled lacieMA'fec'fti-j 'h\'Cq4.-jbw 



THE MOTiIEK, 



229 



and, after a few hours, handed to his Parents a German 
PoeiQ, expressive ol his feeUngs over the approaching re- 
newal of his baptismal covenant. The Father, who either 
hadn't known the occasion of this, or hiid looked upon his 
Son's idling on ihe street with less severe eyes, was highly 
astonished, and received him mockingly with the question, 
' Hast thou lost thy senses, Fritz P" The Mother, on the other 
hand, was visibly rejoiced at that poetic outpouring, and with 
good cause. For, apart from all other views of the matter, 
she recognised in it how firmly her Son's inclination was fixed 
on the study of Theology." — (This anecdote, if it were of any 
moment whatever, appears to be a little doubtfial.) 

'The painfuler, therefore, was it to the Mother's heart 
when her Son, at the inevitable entrance into the Karl's 
School, had to give-up Theology ; and renounce withal, for a 
long lime, if not forever, her farther guidance and influence. 
But she was too pious not to recognise by degrees, in this 
change also, a Higher Hand ; and could trustfully expect the 
workings of the same. Besides, her Son clung so tenderly to 
her, that at least there was no separation of him from the 
Mother's heart to be dreaded. The heart-warm attachment 
of childish years to the creed taught him by his Mother might, 
and did, vanish ; but not the attachment to his Mother her- 
self, whose dear image often enough charmed back the pious 
sounds and forms of early days, and for a time scared aivay 
doubts and unbelief. 

■Vears came and went; and Schiller, at last, about the 
end of 1780, stept out of the Academy, into the actual world, 
which he as yet knew only by hearsay. Delivered from that 
long iiuaatura! constraint of body and spirit, he gave free 
course to his fettered inclinations ; and sought, as in Poetry 
so also in Life, unlimited freedom 1 The tumults of passion 
and youthful buoyancy, after so long an imprisonment, had 
their sway ; and embarrassments in money, their natural con- 
sequence, often brought him into very sad moods. 

■ In this season of time, so dangerous for the moral purity 
of the young man, his Mother again was his good Genius : 
3 warning and request, in her soft tone of love, su95ced to 
recall youthful levaty within the barriers a??WL, ^-ai tcS^sKt 
the balance. She anxiously conlrived, I.00, O\*','0ai^crc^^ 
and wilUnsly, visited his Yartveta \iQ*is«. 
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' SchitlcT h.-id decided ta gi*« himself « good daj. Ii »l 

■ dcrcd aut with tome friend m fiu- as SoIitndK' (OtI;B| 
four or five mnes.) "'^Vb%I ft tutkins and arautinEikAn 
- on by Uint good soul" say* one <rbo wiinexsed it, -lut\ 

dear ProiVigy of a Son and ibc comrade wha lud con 
him : for whom the good Mother never cotdd do a 
Never have I teen a belter mxirriul heart, a more en 
mnrc domcslie, more womanly woman." 
■ The admiring recognitioQ wlucb ih« Son had fth«Rd;Ml 

• amnne hit youthful fnentli. and m wider circles, w«$m1i>I 
' ETateful to her heart than the gradual perception tlul ki| 
' powerful soul, welling forth from the interior to the ootMii I 

■ man, diffused itself into his irery features, and by degrees rr- I 
' odvama^ously altered llic curvatures and the form ait> 1 
' body. His face about this time got Hd of its freckles yi I 
' irregularities of skin ; and strikingly improved, moreom, ^ I 
' the circumstance that thehiihcrio rather drooping noscpi* I 

• ally acquired its later aquiline form. And withal, the yoBlt \ 
< fut Poet, with the growing consciousness of his strengOi loll 

• of his worth, assumed an imposing outward attitude : «i dm I 
' a witty Stuttgart Lady, wbo^c house Schiller often walked wt. 1 
'saidofhim: "Regiment's Dr. Schiller steps out as ifihcDuktl 
" were one of his inferior servants 1"" 

' The indescribable impression wliicb the flo&6en, the ei 
' gantic iirst-lwm of a Karl's Scholar, made in Stuttgart, ( 
' municated itself to the Mother too ; innocently she gave h 
' self up to the delight of seeing her Son's name wondered atu 
' celebrated ; and was, in her Mother-love, inventive enough 
' overcome all doubts and risks which threatisncd to darii Ii 
' joy. By Christophine's mediations, and from the Son him- ' 
' self as well, she learned many a disquieting circumstance, 
' which for the present had to be carefully concealed from her 
' Husband ; but nothing whatever could shake her belief in her 

■ Sou and his talent. Without murmur, with faithful trust in 

• God, she resigned herself even to the bitter necessity of losing 
' for n long time her only Son ; having once got to see, beyond 
' disputing, that his purpose was firm to withdraw himself by 
' flight from the Duke's despotic interference with his poetical 
' activity as well as with his practical procedures ; and that this 
' purpose of his was rigorously demaTvdc4>rj Wc cvxoj 
|ii!t a sivord went through her sou\ ■w\vev\ ScV'iftct, 
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' time, appeared at Solitiide, secretly to take leave other.' Her 
feelings on this tragic occasion have been described above ; 
and may well be pictured as among the painfulcst. icnderest 
and saddest that a Mother's heart could have to bear. Our 
Author continues : 

■ In reality, it was to the poor Mother a hard and lament- 
' able time. Remembrance of the lately bright and safe-look- 

• ing situation, now suddenly rent asunder and committed to 
' the dubious unknown ; anxiety about their own household and 
' the fate of her Son ; the Father's just anger, and perhaps 

• some tacit self-reproach that she had favoured a dangerous 
' game by keeping it concealed from her honest-hearted Hus- 

■ band, — lay like crushing burdens on her heart. And if many 
' a. thing did smooth itself, and many a thing, which at first was 

• to be feared, did not take place, one thing remained fixed con- 
' tinually, — painful anxiety about her Son. To the afflicted 

• Moiher, in this heavy time, Frau von Wolzogen devoted the 

■ most sincere and beneficent sympathy ; a Lady of singular 

• goodness of heart, who, during Schiller's eight hidden months 
' at Baucrbach, frequently went out to see his Family at Soli- 
' tiide. By her oral reports about Schiller, whom she herself 
' several times visited at Bauerbach. his Parents were more 
' soothed than by his own somewhat excited. Letters. With 
' reference to this magnanimous service of friendship, Schiller 

• wrote to her at Stuttgart in February 1783 : " A Letter to 
" my Parents is getting on its way ; yet, much as I had to 
" speak of you, I have said nothing whatever" {from prudent 
motives) "of your late appearance here, or of the joyful mo- 
•' ments of our conversation together. You yourself still, there- 
" fore, have all that to tell, and you will presumably find a pair 
" of attentive hearers." Frau von Woliogen ventured also to 
" apply to a high court lady, Countess von Hohenheim' (Duke's 

fiuate in the illicit way, whom he at length wedded), ' personally 
' favourable to Schiller, and to direct her attention, before all, 
' upon the heavy-laden Parents. Nor was this without cfTcct. 
' For the Countess's persuasion seems essentially to have contri- 

■ buled to the result that Duke Karl, out of respect for the de- 

■ serving Father, left the evasion of his mvn Pupil unpunished. 

' It must, therefore, have appeatcA \.oVcvft ai^-a'^'va.VBA.'^Ji.ti- 
titer, who reverenced the Frau von VJoUo^fivi a^ '^'^ '^^"*'^^^jl 
piece of mgiaV\w4e.'«\vMv A«^««^'5'»*■ 
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■ her Son was allowing himself to be led into n pasaionaielm I 

■ for the blooming young Daughter of liis Benefactress. Sk | 

' grieved and mourned in scctct to sec him eiiposed K 

■ Blorms ; fDrcsccing ckaily, iu this passion, a ready Musefcr | 
' his removal fiom IJiiucrbacli. To such iigit.iiions her bed) I 

■ was no longer equal ; a creeping, eating misery undemund 1 
' her health. She wrote to her Sun at Mannlieitn, with a sift I 

* shadow of reproof, that in this year, since his absence, fkc I 
' had become (en years older in health and looks. Not lot$ 1 
' after, she had actually to take to bed, because of pa ' 

* cramps, which, proceeding from the stomach, spread t! 

■ selves over breast, head, back and loins. The medicines vltid 
' the Son, upon express account of symptoms by the Fatfao, 

■ prescribed for her, had no effect. By degrees, indeed, ihest 

■ cramps abated or left-off; but she tottered about in i 
' of sickness, years long: the suffering mind would i 
' the body come to strength. For though her true heart w 
' filled with a pious love, which hopes all, believes and suiTcis 

■ all, yet she was neither blind to the faults of her Son, nor in- 

■ different to the thought of seeing her Family's good repute 
' and well-being threatened by his non-performances and finaa- 
' cial confusions. 

■ With the repose and peace which the news of bet 

■ appointment to Jena, and intended marriage, had restored to 
' his Family, there appeared also (beginning of 1790) a 
' provement to be taking place in the Mother's health. Leain- 

* ing this by a Letter from his Father, Schiller wrote back with 
'lightened heart: "How welcome, dearest Father, was yoiw 
" last Letter to mc, and how necessary I 1 had, the very day 
" before, got from Christophine the sad news that my dearest 
" Mother's state had grown so much worse ; and what a blessed 
" turn now has this weary sickness taken I If in the future rtgi- 
" mm ■vitcE (diet arrangements) of my dearest Mother, there 
" is strict care taken, her long and many sufferings, with the 
" source of them, may be removed. Thanks to a merciful 
" Providence, which saves and preserves for us the dear Mother 

■ of our youth. My soul is moved with tenderness and grati- 
tude. 1 had to think of her as lost to us forever ; and she 
has now been given back." In reference to his approaching 

.' marriage with Lottchen von LEn?,We\d, 'Uc aife. "Wow *iA. 

■^^ jt lacerate my heart to think tin', m^ dcwea^. ■ii\.o\\\'^t vim.*a. 



THE MOTHER. 233 

'^■BOt live to see the happiness of her Son ! Heaven bless you 
" with thousandfold blessings, beat Father, and grant to my 
" dear Mother a cheerful and painless life !" 

' Soon, however, his Mother again fell sick, and lay in great 
' danger. Not till August following could the Father announce 
' that she was saved, and from day to day growing stronger. 
' The annexed history of the disorder seemed so remarkable to 
' Schiller, that he thought of preparing it for the public; unless 
■ the Physician, Court-Doctor Consbruch, liked better to send 
' it out in print himself. "On this point," says Schiller, "I 
'■ will write to him by the first past; and give him my warmest 
" thanks for the inestimable service he has done us all, by his 
" masterly cure of our dear Mamma ; and for his generous and 
" friendly behaviour throughout." " How heartily, my dearest 
" Parents," writes he farther, "did it rejoice us both" (this 
Letter is of 29th December; on the 20th February of that year 
he had been wedded to his Lotte), "this good news of the 
" still-continuing improvement of our dearest Mother ! With 
" full soul we both of us join in the thanks which you give to 
" gracious Heaven for this recovery ; and our heart now gives 
" way to the fairest hopes that Providence, which herein over- 
" tops our expectations, will surely yet prepare a joyful meeting 
" for us aU once more." 

'Two years afterwards this hope passed into fulfilment. 
' The Mother being now completely cured of her last disorder, 
' there seized her so irresistible a longing for her Son, that even 
' her hesitating Husband, anxious lest her very health should 

* suffer, at last gave his consent to the far and difficult journey 
' to Jena. On the 3d Sept. 1793, Schiller, in joyfiil humour, 

• announces to his friend in Dresden, " Today I have received 
" from home the very welcome tidings that my good Mother, 
" with one of my Sisters, is to visit us here this month. Her 
" arrival falls at a good time, when I hope to be free and loose 
" from labour ; and then we have ahead of us mere joyful under- 
" takings." The Mother came in company with her youpgest 
' Daughter, bright little Nane, or Nanette ; and surprised 
' him two days sooner than, by the Letters from Solitude, he 
' had expected her. Unspeakable joy and sweet sorrow seized 
' Mother and Son to feel themselves, after ten \eMa of •jt-^a-'"-- 
' lion, once more in each other's avms. 1\iii\tit\'i\Q-AtiNe^,'^'iS>-^ 
'wsatAer and roads had done her no \iaTvn. "'a'nc^ 
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a Ultlc, in inith," H-ritci he (n Ktfmcr, " from wtiat shefBl 

K** ten years ago ; but nflct so niiiny sicknesses and sarrnp-. T 

itill has a henlihy look. It rejoices me much tbi 1 

W" tbings have so come about, thai 1 have her with me again, I 

" and can be a joy to her." 

■ The Mother likewise soon felt herself at borne and hsppy I 

• In the trusted circle of her children ; only too fast Stm-'n^ | 

• the beautiful and happy days, which seemed to ber rtditf » 

< make amends for so many ye-.trs of sorrows and cares. Cs- 

• pccially it did her heart good to see for herself what a b«l^ ] 

• ficent influence the real and beautiful womanhood of ia 
' Daughtcr-in-iaw exercised upon her Son. Daily ebe leant to 
' know the great advanUiges of mind and heart in her; dsil; 

■ she more deeply thanked God that for her Son, wbe, sn 

• nccount even of his weak health, was not an altogetbcr eon- 

■ vcnient Husband, there had been so lender-hearted and M 
' finely-cultivated a Wife given him as life-companion. Tbe 

■ conviction that the domestic happiness of her Son was sectm 
' contributed essentially also to alleviate the pain of departure. 

' Still happier days fell to her when Schiller, stirred up by 
' her visit, came the year after, with his Wife, to Swabia ; and 
•lived there from August 1793 till May 1794. It was a singu- 
' Inr and .is if providential circumstance, which did not escape 
' the pious Mother, that Schiller in the same monib in which 
' ho had, eleven years ago, hurried and in danger, (led out of 
' Stuttgart to Ludwigsburg. should now in peace and without 

• obstruction come, from Hcilbronn by the same Ludwigsburg, 

< to the near neighbourhood of his Parents. With bitter tears 
' of sorrow, her eye had then followed the fugitive, in bis dark 
' trouble and want of everything ; with sweet tears of joy, she 
' now received her fame-crowned Son, whom God, through 
' sufferings and mistakes and wanderings, had led to happi- 

■ ncss and wisdom. The birth of the Grandson gave to her life 
' a new charm, as it of youth returned. She felt herself highly 

• favoured that God had spared her life to see her dear Son's 

• lirst-born with her own eyes, It was a touching spectacle to 
' see the Grandmother as she sat by the cradle of the little 
"Gold Son," and listened to every breath -drawing of the child; 

r when, with swelling heart, she watched the approaching 
' Acps of her Son, and observed \i\a t'nieva*.etToX-?\e3EKntiM«t 
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•Well did the excellent Grandmother deserve such rerresh- 
' merit of heart ; for all-too soon there came again upon het 
' troublous and dark days, Schiller had found her stronger 

• and cheetfuler than on her prior visit to Jena ; and had 

■ quitted his Home-Land with the soothing hope that his good 
' Mother would reach a long and happy age. Nor could be 
' have the least presentiment of the events which, three years 
' later, burst-in, desolating and destroying, upon his family, and 
' brought the health and lire of his dear Mother again into 
' peril, It is above stated, in our sketch of the Husband, in 
' what extraordinary form the universal public misery, under 
' which, in 1796, all South Gerraanywas groaning, struck the 
' Schiller Family at Sohtiidc. Already on the 21st March of 

• this year, Schiller had written to his Father, " How grieved 
" I am for our good dear Mother, on whom all manner of sor- 
" rows have stomicd down in this manner I But what a mercy 
'■ of God it is, too, that she still has strength left not to sink 
" under these circumstances, but to be able still to afford you 
" so much helpl Who would have thought, six or seven years 
" ago, that she, who was so infirm and exhausted, would now 
" be serving you all as support and nurse f In such traits I 
'■ recognise a good Providence which watches over us ; and 
" my heart is touched by it to the core." 

' Meanwhile the poor Mother's situation grew ever fright- 
' fuler from day 10 day; and it needed her extraordinary 
' strength of religious faiih to keep her from altogether sinking 

• under the pains, sorrows and toils, which she had for so many 
' weeks to bear all nlone, with the help only of a hired maid. 

• The news of such misery threw Schiller into the deepest grief, 

■ He s.iw only one way of sending comfort and help to his poor 
' Mother, and immediately adopted it ; writing to his eldest 

■ Sister in Mcinlngen, as follows : 

"Thou too wilt have lieanl, dearest Sister, thai Luise has fallen 
" serinusly ill; anit that out poor Hear Mother is thereby roblied of all 
" coiisokiion. If Luisc'scnsc were lo grow worse, or our Father's even, 
" our poor Molberwould be left entirely forEaken. Such misery would 
" be uiupeakablc. CBnnt thou make it posiihle, think'sl Ihou, that Iby 
" Mrengthconldsccomplisbsuchalfaing? liso, at once make Ihejou^ 
" ney thither. What it coils I will pay with joy, Rcinwold might 
" Hcrampany ihee; or, if he did not. like ftat, tome (n«N*i xot.'''^ift.- 
" tfhere I would braiher-Hke lake ca.te ol\uin. 
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was heavily visited with fits of cramp. In a beautiful r 
on the bosom of a tender Mother, and in these lirst yean fu 
from ihi; oversight of a rigorous Father, the Child grew up, 
and unfolded himself under cheerful and liarmonious impio- 

• On the return of his Father from the War, little Friu, 
now four years old, was quite the image of his Mother ; loti£- 
necked, freckled and reddish -haired like her. It was tlic 
pious Mother's work, too, that a feeling of religion, early and 
vivid, displayed ilaelf in him. The easily-receptive Boy was 
indeed keenly altenlive to all that his Father, in their Family- 
circle, read to them, and inexhaustible in questions 13U he 
had rightly caught the meaning of it : but he listened witk 
most eagerness when his Father read passages from the BIhlii 
or vocally uttered them in prayer. ■■ It was a touching aig^" 
says his eldest Sister, "the expression of devotion on tic 
dear Uttlc Child's countenance. With its blue eyes directed 
towards Heaven, its high-blond hair about the clear brow, 
and its fast-clasped little hands. It was like an angel's head 
to look upon." 

'With Father's return, the liappy Mother conscienliotisly 
shared with him the difficult and important business of bring* 
ing up their Son; and both in union worked highly benefici- 
ally for his spiritual development. The practical and rigorous 
Father directed his chief aim to developing the Boy's intellect 
and character; the mild, pious, poetic-minded ftloiher, oo 
the other hand, strove for the ennobling nurture of his temper 
and his imagination. It was almost exclusively owing to her 
that his religious feeling, his tender sense of all that was 
good and beautiful, his love of mankind, tolerance, and capa- 
bility of self-sacrifice, in the circle of his Sisters and play- 
mates, distinguished the Boy. 

'On Sunday afternoons, when she went to walk with both 
the Children, she was wont to explain to them the Church- 
Gospel of the day. " Once," so stands it in Chrislophine'a 
Memorials, "when we two, as children, had set out walking 
' with dear Mamma to see our Grandparents, she took the way 
' from Ludwigsburg to Marbnch, which leads straight over the 
' Hill," a walk of some four miles, " It was a beautiful Easter 
' Monday, and our Mother related to us the history of the two 
' Disciples to whom, on their journey to Emmaus, Jesus had', 
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" joined himself. Her speech and narrative grew ever nioi-e 
" inspired ; and wlien we got upon the Hill, we were all so 
■' much affected that we knelt down and prayed. This Hill 
" became a. Tabor to us." 

■ At other times she entertained the children with fairy-tales 

■ and magic histories. Already while in Lorch she bad likewise 
' led the Boy, so far as his power of comprcliension and her 
' own knowledge permitted, into the domains of German Poetry. 
' Klopstock's Messias, Opitz's Poems, Paul Gerhard's and Gel- 
' lert's pious Songs, were made known to him in this tender age, 
' through his Mother ; and were, for that reason, doubly dear. 
' At one lime also the artless Mother made an attempt on him 
' with Hofmannswaldau ;* but the sugaryand windy tone of him 
' hurt the tender poet-feeling of the Boy. With smiling dislike 
' he pushed the Book away ; and afterwards was wont to remark, 
' when, at the new year, rustic congratulants with their foolish 
■rhymes would too liberally present themselves, "Mother, 
■' there is a new Hofmannswaldau at the door 1" Thus did the 
' excellent Mother guide forward the soul of her docile Boy, 

■ with Bible-passages and Church-symbols, with tales, histories 

■ and poems, into gradual form and stature. Never forgetting, 

■ withal, to awaken and nourish his sense for the beauties of 

■ Nature. Before long. Nature had become his dearest abode ; 
' and only love of that could sometimes tempt him to Utile 
' abridgments of school-hours. Often, in the pretty region of 
' Lorch, he wished the Sun goodnight in open song; or with 
' childish pathos summoned Stuttgart's Painters to represent 
' the wondrous formation and glorious colouring of the sunset 

■ clouds. If, in such a humour, a poor man met him, his over- 
' flowing little heart would impel him to the most aaive pity; 
' and he liberally gave away whatever he had by him and 
' thought he could dispense with. The Father, who, as above 
' indicated, never could approve or even, endure such unreason- 
' able giving-up of one's feelings to effeminate impressions, was 
* apt to intervene on these occasions, even with manual punish- 
' ment,— unless the Mother were at hand to plead the little 
' culprit off. 

' But nothing did the Mother forward with n 




' Aonce-celehrated Siiesiari of the vjl\\ ceolury, dislinguished Tor his 
blusterous enoggeralloiu, oumb-footed caprioles, and tearin|; of a passion 
Wmm ;— now extinct. 
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** day." In conclusion, he bids her send him everything of 
' Letters and mss. which his dear Father left ; hereby to fulil 

* his last wish ; which also shall have its uses to his dear 

* Mother. 

* The Widow had a Pension granted by the Duke, of 200 

* gulden' (near 20/.) ; * and therein a comfortable proof that 

* official people recognised the worth of her late Husband, and 

* held him in honour. She remained in her native country; 

* and lived the next three years, according to her Son's counsel, 

* with Luise in the little village of Leonberg, near to Solitude, 

* where an arrangement had been made for her. Here a ccr- 

* tain Herr Roos, a native of Wiirtemberg, had made some 

* acquaintance with her, in the winter 1797-8 ; to whom we 

* owe the following sketch of portraiture. •« She was a still 
•• agreeable old person of sixty-five or six, whose lean wrinkly 
** face still bespoke cheerfulness and kindliness. Her thin hair 
•* was all gray ; she was of short" (middle) •* stature, and her 
*• attitude slightly stooping ; she had a pleasant tone of voice; 
*• and her speech flowed light and cheerful. Her bearing gener- 
•• ally showed native grace, and practical acquaintance with 
•• social life." 

'Towards the end of 1799, there opened to the Mother a 

* new friendly outlook in the marriage of her Luise to the young 

* Parson, M. Frankh, in Clever-Sulzbach, a little town near 

* Heilbronn. The rather as the worthy Son-in-law would on 

* no account have the Daughter separated from the Mother.* 
Error on Saupe's part. The Mother Schiller continued to oc- 
cupy her own house at Leonberg till near the end of her life ; 
she naturally made frequent little visits to Clever-Sulzbach; 
and her death took place there.^ ' Shortly before the marriage, 

* Schiller wrote, heartily wishing Mother and Sister happiness 

* in this event. It would be no small satisfaction to his Sis- 

* ter, he said, that she could lodge and wait upon her good dear 

* Mother in a well-appointed house of her own; to his Mother 

* also it must be a great comfort to see her children all settled, 

* and to live up again in a new generation. 

• Almost contemporary with the removal of the Son from 

* Jena to Weimar, was the Mother's with her Daughter to 

* Clever-Sulzbach. The peaceful silence which now environed 

* them in their rural abode had t\\eiaos\.s^X>x\ax^*\^'^N3^^^^ 

8 Beziehungen, 197 u. 
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I ' on her temper pf mind and on her lieaUli ; all the more as 
[ * Uaugliter and Son-in-law vied with each other in respectful 
I ' altentiou to her, The considerable distance from her Son, 
, ' when at times it fell heavy on her, she forgot in reading his 
' Letters ; which were ever the unaltered expression of the 
' purest and truest chiid-love. She forgot it too, as often, over 

I' the immortal works out of which his powerful spirit spoke to 
' her. She lived to hear the name of Friedrich Schiller cele- 
' brated over all Germany with reverent enthusiasm; and cn- 
' nobled by the German People sooner and more gloriously 
' than an Imperial Patent could do it, Tnily a Mother that 
' has had such joys in her Son is a happy one; and can and 
' may say, " Lord, now let me depart in peace ; I h.ive lived 
" enough 1" 

'In the beginning of the year i8o2, Schiller's Mother 
' again fell ill. Her Daughter Luise hastened at once to Stutt- 
' gart, where she then chanced to be, and carried her home to 
' Clever-Sulzbach, to he under her own nursing. So soon as 
' Schiller heard of this, he wrote, in well-meant consideration 
' of his Sister's frugal economies, to Dr. Hoven, a friend of 

■ his youth at Ludwigsburg; and empowered him to take his 

■ Mother over thither, under his own medical care; he, Schil- 

i" Icr, would with pleasure pay all that was necessary for lodging 
■ and attendance. But the Mother stayed with her Daughter; 
■wrote, however, in her last Letter to Schiller: "Thy un- 
" wearied love and care for me God reward with thousandfold 
" love and blessings I Ah me I another such Son there is not 
" in the world I" SchiUer in his continual anxiety about the dear 
' Patient, had his chief solace in knowing her to be in such 
' tender hands; and he wrote at once, withal, to his Sister: 
" Thou wilt permit me also that on my side I try to do some- 
" thing to lighten these burdens for thee. I therefore make this 
" agreement with my Bookseller Colta that he shall furnish my 
" dear Mother with the necessary money to make good, in a 
" convenient way, the extra oudays which her illness requires." 
< Schiller's hope, supported by earlier experiences, that kind 

■ Nature would again help his Mother, did not find fuliilment. 
' On the contrary, her case grew worse; she suffered for months 
' the most violent pains ; and was visibly travelling tawarda 
' Death, Two days before her depariute, €tveVi.4.'&i!i'^«*^- 

I 'Jiaa o/Aci- Son handed down to liei6:OTiv\;a<a^^X».-.wv<i.'e'«^«sfi'^ 
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' it to her henrt ; and. with tears, thanked God. who had ;!*» [ 

• her such good children. On the 39th April 1803, shepiKi k 

• away, in the 69lh year of her age. Schiller, from the tow ^ 
' of ilie last news received, had given tip .ill hope; andw 
•in prcsenliuicnt of the bitter loss, to his Sister Fi*" 

■ Qever-Sulibach : 

"Thy lasi Idler, dearest Sister, leaves me wiUionthu, ,^ 

" Mother. For n fortnighi past I have looked with lenorfortbelif _ 
" ufher deponure ; and the fact that Ihou hosiE not written in thunu. 1 
" isagroundorrenr.notorcomrorl. Alas! under her lale circanislum I 
" life was no gooii (o her more ; a speedy and soft departure tni Di I 
" one thing that could be wished and prayed for. But write Wft ii™ I 
" Siister, when thou hast recovered thyself a little from these aosaM I 
" days. Write me minutely of her condition and her utieiances in IB I 
" lait honn of her life. Ii comforts and composes me to hu!j npd 1 
" with her, and to keep the dear image of my Mother living belon m 

"And so they are both gonefrom us, our dear Parents; and weTVi 
" alone remain. Let ui be nil the nearer lo each other, dear Sistet] u 
" believe always that thy Brother, though so far away from thee « 
" thy Sister, cnrries you both wannly in his heart; and in all theia 
" dents of this life will cngeriy meet yon with his brotherly lovt 

" But I can write no more today. Write me a few words soon. I 
" embrace thee and thy dear liosbimd with my whole heart; and think 

■' him again for all the love he has shown our departed Mother. Vcnti 

'■ true Brother, Si 

' Soon after this Letter, he received from Frankh, his Bto- 

■ ther-in-law, the confirmation of his sad anticipations. From 

• his answer to Frankh we extract the foOowing passage ; " May 
" Heaven repay with rich interest the dear Departed One all 
■■ that she has suffered in life, and done for her children ! Of 
" a truth she deserved to have loving children; for she w 
'■ good Daughter to her suffering necessitous Parents ; and the 
" childlike solicitude she always had for them wcU deserved 
" the like frotn us. You, my dear Brother-in-law, liave shared 
" the assiduous care of my Sister for Her that is gone ; and 

" acquired thereby the justest claim upon my brotherly love. | 
" Alas, you had already given your spiritual support and filial 
" service to my late Father, and taken on yourself tlie duties 
" of his absent Son. How cordially I thank you ! Never shall 
" I think of my departed Mother without, at the same time, 
" blessing the memory of him -yi^^o a\\e'j\W.e;iwiV-«rf&^ 'OM;^a^ 
" days of her life." lie tbetv sist^iEics vVe -«\*>. ■lo'wMe, ^tsm. 
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• the effects of his dear Mother, something that, without other 

• worth, will remain a continual memorial of her. And was in 

• effect heartily obliged to his Brother, who sent him a ring 

• which had been hers. *' It is the most precious thing that he 
'* could have chosen for me," writes he to Luise; "and I will 
•• keep it as a sacred inheritance." Painfully ^had it touched 

• him, withal, that the day of his entering his new house at 

• Weimar had been the death-day of his Mother. He noticed 

• this singular coincidence, as if in mournful presentiment of 

• his own early decease, as a singular concatenation of events 
« by the hand of Destiny. 

* A Tree and a plain stone Cross, with the greatly compre- 

• hensive short inscription, " Here rests Schiller's Mother," 

• now mark her grave in Clever-Sulzbach Churchyard.' 



\v 
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Ill, THE SISTERS. 
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Saupe has a separate Chapter on each of the three Siste? 
Schillef; but most of what concerns Ihem, especially i; 
lation to their Brother, has been introduced incidentally above. 
Besides which, Saupe's flowing- pages are too long for our space ; 
so that instead of tr.in slating, henceforth, we shall have mainly 
to compile from Saupe and others, and faithfully abridge. 

Ckmlophine {born 4 Sept. 1757 ; married '"June 1786 ;' 

died II August iZ^y).* 
Till Schiller's flight, in which what endless interest and in- 
dustries Christophine had we have already seen, the young 
girls, — Christophine 35, Luise 16, Nanette a rosy lilile crea- 
ture of S, — had known no misfortune; nor, except Chris- 
tophine's feelings on the death of the two little Sisters, 
years ago, no heavy sorrow. At Solitilde, but for the general 
cloud of anxiety and grief about their loved and gifted Brother 
and his exile, their lives were of the peaceablest description : 
diligence in household business, sewing, spinning, contented 
punctuality in all things ; in leisure hours eager reading (or at 
times, on Chris tophi ne's part, drawing and painting, in which 
she attained considerable excellence), and. as choicest recrea- 
tion, walks amid the flourishing Nurseries, Tree-avenues, and 
fine solid industries and forest achievemi^nls of Papa. Men- 
tion is made of a Cavalry Regiment stationed at Solitiidc; the 
young officers of which, without society in that dull place, and 
with no employment except parade, were considerably awake 

' Here, from Schiller Senior himself iAu/eHo^ofAy, called "Cwrri- 
ralam Vilw," In Beiiihangia, pp. iJ-iS), is a Lial of his six Children ;-^tlu: 
two that died so young we have marked in italics : 

I. 'Elisabeth Christophine FRiEDEKiCKB,born4Sepiotnbcri7s», 
' at Marbach. 

a. ' JotiANN CHHrsTOPH FKiEDBtCH, botn 10 November 1759, at Map- 

3. ' Ll'ise Dokothea Kathabtsa. bom 24 lanuaiy 1766,01 l.orch. 

4. ■Maria CkarlnUi, horn ao NaveMba- 176B, at Ladwinihttrg : iili 
• ag Mitrch 1774,'' itp Sgoxi. 

5. "Btitit FrUdtriekt, born ^ May 1773, al LudifigsiHrg: died 03 Bt- 



_. E ChhistiAne, liom B September 1777, at SolitSde /- 

g MiaMii>e.lb/tf fsjiija food dimioutive, -i^aiu.ai Muulit,l 
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to the comely Jungfers Schiller and their proraenadings in those 
pleasant woods : one Lieutenant of them (afterwards a Colonel, 
'Olristvon Miller of Stuttgart') is said to have manifested 
honourable aspirations and intentions towards Chrislophine. 
^which. however, and all connection with whom or his com- 
rades, the rigorously prudent Father strictly forbade; his pi- 
ously obedient Daughters, Christophine it is rather thought, 
with some regret, immediately conforming. A Portrait of this 
Von Miller, painted by Christophine, sliU exists, it would ap- 
pear, among the papera of the Schillers,^ 

The great transaction of her life, her marriage with Rein- 
wald, Court Librarian of Meiningen, had its origin in 1?83: 
the fruit of that forced retreat of Schiller's to Bauerbach, and 
of the eight months he spent there, under covert, anonymously 
ind in secret, as ' Dr. Ritter,' with Rcinwald for his one friend 
ind adviser. Reinwald, who commanded the 
eiccellent Library, and of a sound understanding, long seri- 
ously and painfully cultivated, was of essential use to Schiiler ; 
nd is reckoned to be the first real guide or useful counsellor he 
ver had in regard to Literature. One of Christophine's Letters 
D her Brother, writ!en at her Father's order, feli by accident 
in Reinwald's floor, and was read by him, — awakening in his 
ovcr-cloudcd, heavy-laden mind a gleam of hope and aspira- 
" This wise, prudent, loving-hearted and judicious young 
in, of such clear and salutary principles of wisdom as to 
3mics too, what ablessing she might be to me as Wife in 
this dark, lonely home of mine 1" Upon which hint he spake; 
and Schiller, as we saw above, who loved him well, but knew 
him to'be within a year or two of fifty, always ailing in health, 
taciturn, surly, melancholy, and miserably poor, was rebuked 
by Papa for thinking it questionable. We said, it came about 
all the same. Schiller had not yet left Mannheim for the second 
and last time, when, in 17S4, Chtistoptiiiie paid him a visit, 
escorted thilher by Reinnald; who had begged to have that 
honour allowed him ; having been at Solitude, and, cither there 
or on his road to Mannheim, concluded his affair. Strcicher, 
an eyewitness of this visit, says, "The healthy, cheerful and 
blooming Maiden had determined to share her future lot with 
a man, whose small income and uncertain health seemed to 
promise little joy. Nevertheless hei 

> Benrkungen, p. 3.17 
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I a son, that slie never repented, m times following, this sacrifice 

r of her fancy to her understanding, and to a Husband of real 

worth.''* They were married "June 17R6;" and for the nexi 
thirty, or indeed in ali, sixty years, ChristophJne lived in hei 
dark new home at Mciningen ; and never, except in that meUn- 
choly time of sickness, mortality and war, appears to have seen 
Native Land and Parents again. 

What could have induced, in the calm and well -discerning 
Christophine, such a resolution, is by no means clear; Saupe. 
I with Jicsitation, seems to assign a religious motive. ■■ the desire 

_ of doing good." Had that abrupt and peremptory dismissal cJ 

^^^H Lieutenant Miller perhaps something to do with it? Probably 
^^^^kber Father's humour on the ma.ttcr. at all times so anxious and 
^^^Bicalous to see his Daughters settled, had a chief effect. It is 
^^^^Fcertain, Christophine consulted her Parish Clergyman on the 
^^^^ affair ; and got from him, as Saupe shows us, an affinnaioryot 
r at least permissive response. Certain also that she summoned 

f her own best insight of all kinds to the subject, and settled it 

|| calmly and irrevocably with whatever faculty was in her. 

I To the candid observer Iteinwald's gloomy ways were not 

i] without their excuse. Scarcely above once before this, in his 

l] now longish life, had any gleam of joy or success shone on him, 

to cheer the strenuous and never-abated struggle. His father had 
" been Tutor to the Prince of Meiningcn, who became Duke after- 

wards, and always continued to hold him in honour. Father's 
death had taken place in 1751, young Rcinwald then in his 
fourteenth year. After passing with distinction his three-years 
curriculum at Jena, Reinwald returned to Meiningen, expecting 
employment and preferment ; — the rather perhaps as bis Mo- 
ther's bit of property got much ruined in the Seven- Years War 
then raging. Employment Reinwald got, but of the meanest 
Kamlist (Clerkship) kind ; and year after year, in spite of his 
merits, patient faithfulness and undeniable talent, no prefer- 
ment whatever. At length, however, in 1762, the Duke, per- 
haps enlightened by experience as to Reinwald, or by personal 
need of such a talent, did send him as Gtlteimer Knas/ut {Vini 
of Private Secretary) to Vienna, with a view to have from him 
reports " about politics and litera'ty objects" there. This was 
DXlremcIy enjoyable position for the young man ; but it lasted 
nly till the Duke's death, which followed withiu two years, 

^ Schzvab^-p, ijj, tiling 'Sweiii«i'^'">«6a' 



THE SISTERS. 



=JS 



Reinwald was then immediately recalled by the new Duke (who, 
I think, had rather been in coutroversy with his Prcdecesaor), 
and thrown back tf nearly his old position ; where, without any 
regard had lo his real talents and merits, he continued thirteen 
years, under the title of Coiisislorial KansUit; and, with the 
miserabiest fraction of yearly pay, ' carried on the slavish, 
spirit-kiliing labours required of him.' In 1776, — uncertain 
whetheraspromotionoras mere abridgment of labour, — he was 
placed in the Library as now ; that is to say, had become Sub- 
Librarian, at a salary of about 1 5/., with all the Library duties 
n older and more favoured gentleman, perhaps in lieu of 
pension, enjoying the Upper Office, and doingnoneof the work. 
Under these continual pressures and discouragements, poor 
Reinivald's heart had got hardened into mutinous indignation, 
and his health had broken down: so that, by this time, he was 
noted in his' little world as a solitary, taciturn, morose and 
gloomy man ; but greatly respected by the few who knew him 
better, as a clear-headed, true and faithful person, much 
distinguished by intellectual clearness and veracity, by solid 
scholarly acquirements and sterling worth of character. To 
bring a little help or cheerful alleviation to such a down-pressed 
e and gentle Christophine coiiid accomplish it, 



in the first, or in any times 

s the weight of years was 

e difficult. Shewas 

ing, patient and noble 



would surely be a bit of wcUdoi 
difficult one ! 

The marriage was childless : not, 
of it, to be called unhappy ; but, 3 
added, Christophine's problem grew e' 
of a compassionate nature, and had a 

heart ; prudent she was : the skilfulest and thriftiest of finan- 
ciers ; could well keep silence, too, and with a gentle stoicism 
endure much small unreason. Saupe says withal, ' Nobody 
' liked a laugh better, or could laugh more heartily than she, 
' even in her extreme old age.' — -Christophine herself makes no 

I complaint, on looking back upon her poor Reinwald, thirty years 
after all was over. Her final record of it is : '• for twenty-nine 
years we lived contentedly together." But her rugged hypo- 
chondriac of a Husband, morbidly sensitive to the least inter- 
ruption of his whims and habitudes, never absent from their 01 
dim sitting-rooni, except on the days in which he had to 3J.t.«.wi- 

! 3f the Library, was in practice \nf\n\l.e\'i fi\S\t'ii.V \» isaSi^N'*^'. 

fcj^ndseems to have kept her maVc\i\e^s a^'a&x\e.'& ■ 
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exercise. He belonged to the class called in Germany Siubeih 
gelehrten (Closet Litcrary-mcn), who publish little or nothii^ 
that brings them profit, but are continually poring and study- 
ing. Study was the one consolation he had in life ; and formed 
his continual employment to the end of his days. He was 
deep in various departments, Antiquarian, Philological, His- 
torical ; deep especially in Gothic philology, in which last he 
did what is reckoned a real feat, — he, Reinwald, though again 
it was another who got the reward. He had procured some- 
where, ' a Transcript of the famous Anglo-Saxon Poem Hdlani 
(Saviour) from the Cotton Library in England,* this he, with unr 
wearied labour and to great perfection, had at last got ready 
for the press ; Translation, Glossary, Original all in readiness; 
— but could find no Publisher, nobody that would print with- 
out a premium. Not to earn less than nothing by his labour 
he sent the Work to the Miinchen Library ; where, in after 
years, one Schmeller found it, and used it for an editio princefis 
of his own. Sic vos nott vobisj heavy-laden Reinwald ! — ^ 

To Reinwald himself Christophine's presence and presid- 
ency in his dim household were an infinite benefit, — though 
not much recognised by him, but accepted rather as a natural 
tribute due to unfortunate down-pressed worth, till towards the 
very end, when the singular merit of it began to dawn upon him, 
like the brightness of the Sun when it is setting. Poor man, 
he anxiously spent the last two weeks of his life in purchasing 
and settling about a neat Uttle cottage for Christophine ; where 
accordingly she passed her long widowhood, on stiller terms, 
though not on less beneficent and humbly beautiful, than her 
marriage had offered. 

Christophine, by pious prudence, faith in Heaven, and in 
the good fruits of real goodness even on Earth, had greatly 
comforted the gloomy, disappointed, pain-stricken man ; enlight- 
ened his darkness, and made his poverty noble. Simplex 
mimditiis might have been her motto in all things. Her beau- 
tiful Letters to her Brother are full of cheerful, though also, it is 
true, sad enough, allusions to her difficulties with Reinwald, and 
partial successes. Poor soul, her hopes, too, are gently turned 
sometimes on a blessed future, which might still lie ahead : of her 
at last coming, as a Widow, to live with her Brother, in serene 

* Schiller s Beziehungen (where many o^ C\vT\s\.Qi^\\vcv^^ Letters, \i^•^^3^:^.- 
(ill all of them, are given). 
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afFection. like that of ihcir chlldliood logelher ; in a calm 
blessedness such as the world held no other for herl But 
gloomy Reinwald survived bright Schiller for above ten years; 
and she had thirty more of lone widowhood, under limited con- 
ditions, to spend Jifter him, still Jii a noble, humbly-admirable, 
and even happy and contented manner. She was the flower 
of the Schiller Sisterhood, though all three are beautiful to us; 
and in poor Nane, there is even something of poetic, and tra- 
gically pathetic. For one blessing, Christophine 'lived almost 
always in good health.' Through life, it may be said of her, 
she was helpful to all about her, never hindersome to any ; 
and merited, and had, the universal esteem, from high and low, 
of those she had lived among. At Meiningen, 31st August 
1847, within a few days of her ninety-first year, without almost 
one day's sickness, a gentle stroke of apoplexy took her sud- 
denly away, and so ended what may be called a Secular Saint- 
like existence, mournfully beautiful, wise and noble to all that 
had bebdd it, 

NatielUiborrt %th SipUinber 1777; died 2iii March 1796; 
age not igyet). 

Of Nanette we were toid how, in 1791, she charmed her 
r.rolher and his Jena circle, by her recitations and her amiable 
enthusiastic nature; and how, next year, on Schiller's Swabian 
visit, his love of her grew to something of admiration, and prac- 
tical hope of helping such a rich talent and noble heart into 
some dear development, — when, two years afterwards, death 
put, to the dear Nanette and his hopes about her, a cruel end. 
We are now to give the first budding-out of those fine talents 
and tendencies of poor Nanette, and that is all the history the 
dear httle Being has. Saupe proceeds: 

' Some two years after Schiller's flight, Nanette as a child 
' of sin or seven had, with her elder Sister Luise, witnessed the 
' first representation of Schiller's Kabale imd Uebe in the Stutt- 

• gart theatre. With great excitement, and breath held-in, she 
' had watched the rolUng-up of the curtain ; and during the 
' whole play no word escaped her lips ; but the excited glance 

• of her eyes, and her heightened colour, from act to act, tcs- 
' tified her intense emotion. The stormy applause with wtiiciv 

' her Brolher's Play was received b^ l.W ^vifcentt -roaAa -i™. 
'indelible impression on her. 
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'The Players, in pardcul.ir, liaj bhone before her a: 

• magic light ; ihc splendour of which, in the course of jm 

■ rather increased than dimimshed, The child's bright b 
' loved to linger on those never-to-be-foi^otten people by w' 

• her Brother's Poem had been led into her sight and it 
' standing. The dnivning thought, how glorious it might tv 

■ work such wonders herself, gradually settled, the more i 

■ read and heard of her dear Brother's poetic acbievemenls, 8 
' the ardent but secret wish of being herself able t 
' his Tragedies upon the stage. On her visit to Jena, and dud) 
' her Brother's abode in Swabia, she was never r 
' than when Schiller occasionally spoke of the acting ofB 
' Pieces, or unfolded his opinion of the Player's Art. 

' The wish of Nanette, secretly nourished in this 
' to be able, on the stage, which represents the world, I 
' tribute to the glory of her Brother, seized her nov 
' return with such force and constancy, that Schiller's Sister-in- 
' law, Caroline von Wolzogen, urged him to yield to the same; 
' to try his Sister's talent ; and if it was really distinguished, to 
' Id her enter this longed-for career. Schiller had no love ftr 
' the Player Profession ; but as, in his then influential connei;- 
' tions in Weimar, he might steer clear of many a danger, hf 
' promised to Ihink Ihe ihing over. And thus this kind and 
' amiable protectress had the satisfaction of cheering Nanette's 
' last months with the friendly prospect that her wishes might 

■ be fulfilled. — Schiller's hope, after a dialogue with Goethe on 
' the subject, had risen to certainty, when with the liveliest sor- 
' row he leaml that Nanette was ill of that contagious Hospital 
' Fever, and, in a few days more, that she was gone forever.'' 

Beautiful Nanette; with such a softly-glowing soul, and such 

a brief tragically-beautiful little life I Like a Daughter of the 

rosy-lingered Morn; her existence all a sun-gilt soft aurora! 

cloud, and no sultry Day, with its dusts and disflgurcments, 

permitted to follow. Father Schiller seems, in his rugged way, 

to have loved Nanette best of them all ; in an embarrassed 

; find him more than once recommending her to 

Schiller's help, and intimating what a glorious thing for her, 

a possible one, education might be. He followed t 

1 few months to her long home ; and, by his own directicfl 

was buried in tile ChurcbyarA ax (.■.ei\\n^erv\)i \vtx ^\4e,' 

B Saupc, m- iS^i 
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Luise {bant 2ilA yanuaiy 1766; mnrricd zaik Oclobn- 1799; 
died liflh Sefilentber 1836). 
Of Luise's life, too, except what was shown above, there 
need little be said. In Ibe dismal pestilential days at Solitude, 
while her Father lay dying, and poor Nanette caught the In- 
fection, Luise, with all her lender assiduities aod household 
talent, was there; but, soon after Nanette's death, the fever 
seized her too; and she long lay dangerously ill in that forlorn 
household ; still weak, but slowlj' recovering-, when Christophine 

The Father, a short while before his death, summoned to 
him that excellent young Clei^yman, Frankh, who had been 
so unweariedly kind to them in this lime of sickness when all 
neighbours feared to look in. To ask him what his intentions 
towards Luise were. It was in presence of the good old man 
that they made solemn promise to each other ; and at Leon- 
berg, where thenceforth the now-widowed Mother's dwelling 
was, they were formally betrothed; and some two years after 
Uiat, were married. 

Her Mother's death, so tenderly watched over, took place at 
their Parsonage at Clever-Sukbach, as we saw above. Frankh, 
about two years after, was promoted to a better living, Mock- 
miihl by name ; and lived there, a well-doing and respected 
Parson, till his death, in 1S34; which Luise's followed in Sep- 
tember of the second year afterwards. Their marriage lasted 
thirty-five years. Luise had brought him three children ; and 
seems to have been, in all respects, an excellent Wife. She was 
ingenious in intellectuals as well as economics ; had a taste 
for poetry ; a boundless enthusiasm for her Brother ; seems to 
have been an anxious Mother, often ailing herself, but strenu- 
ously doing her best at all times. 

A touching memorial of Luise is Schiller's last Letter to 
her, Letter of affectionate apology for long silence, — apology, 
and hope of doing better. — written only a few weeks before his 
awn death. It is as follows : 

" Weimar. a7lh March 1805. 
"Ves, it ill a long lime indeed, good ilear Luiie, since 1 have 
' BTillen to [hee 1 but il whs not for amasements that I fo^t thee ; i 
' was because in ibis lime I have had so many hard UlMSisa "la -si.^ . 
' which pu( rae allogcther out of m^ rcgji\ai wi") ", ^ot isras^ isjsti&'iV 
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" covcry. In such a humour one docs not like to speak ; and since then. 
** on feeling myself again better, there was, after the long silence, aldnd 
" of embarrassment ; ami so it was still put oflT. But now, when I hate 

* * been anew encouraged by thy sisterly love, I gladly join the thread 
' * again ; and it shall, if God will, not again be broken. 

•*Thy dear Husband's promotion to Mockmiihl, which I leaned 
** eight days agofrom our Sister" (Christophine), "has given us great joy, 
'* not only l)ccause it so much improves jrour position, but also because 
" it is so honourable a testimony for my dear Brother-in-law's deserti 
" May you feel yourselves right happy in these new relations, and ri^ 
" long enjoy them ! We loo are got thereby a few miles nearer yoa; tsA 
" on a future journey to Franconia, which we are every year projectii^ 
" we may the more easily get over to you. 

•' How sorry am I, dear Sister, that thy health has sufTered so much; 
** and that thou wert again so unfortunate with thy confinement! Per- 
*'.haps your new situation might permit you, this summer, to visit some 
*' tonic watering-place, which might do thee a great deal of good!"— 

"Of our Family here my Wife will write thee more at large. Ow 
" Children, this winter, have all had chicken-pox ; and p>oor little Emilie" 
(a babe of four months) "had much to suffer in the affair. Thank God, 
*' things are all come round with us again, and my own health too be- 
** gins to confirm itself. 

* 'A thousand times I embrace thee, dear Sister, and my dear Brother- 
** in-law as well, whom I always wish from the heart to have more ac- 
'* quaintance with. Kiss thy Children in my name; may all go right 

* * happily with you, and much joy be in store ! How would our dear 
" Parents have rejoiced in your good fortune ; and especially our dear 
" Mother, had she been spared to see it! Adieu, dearLuise. With my 
** whole soul, — Thy faithful Brother, Schiller." 

Schiller's tone and behaviour to his Sisters is always beau- 
tifully human and brotherlike, as here. Full of affection, sin- 
cerity and the warmest truest desire to help and cheer. The 
noble loving Schiller ; so mindful always of the lowly, from 
his own wildly-dangerous and lofty path ! He was never rich, 
poor rather always ; but of a spirit royally munificent in these 
respects; never forgets the poor "birthdays" of his Sisters, 
whom one finds afterwards gratefully recognising their *' beau- 
tiful dress" or the like ! — 



Of date some six weeks after this Letter to Luise, let us 
take from Eyewitnesses one glimpse of Schiller's own death- 
bed. It is the eighth day of his illwess \ Vv\s VjvsV ^-a."^ V^wt Ckwa 
in this world ; 



THE SISTERS. 251 

•Morning of %th May iSoS.^^Schillcr, on awakening 

(rotn sleep, asked to see his youngest Child, The Baby' 

Emilie, spoken of above, ' was brought. He lumcd his head 

ronnd; took the little hand in his, and, with an inexpressible 

look of love and sorrow, gazed into the little face ; then burst 

into bitter weeping, hid his face among the pillows ; and 

made a sign to lake the child away." — This little Emilie is 

ow ihe Baroness von Gleichcn, Co-editress with her Cousin 

Wolzogen of the clear and useful Book, Besichnngcn, often 

■quoted above. It was to that same Cousin Wolzogen's Mother 

(Caroline von Woliogen. Authoress of the Biography), and in 

of this same day, that Schiller made the memorable 

response, "Calmer, and calmer." — ' Towards evening he asked 

to see the Sun once more. The curtain was opened ; with 

bright eyes and face he gazed into the beautiful sunset. It 

was his last farewell to Nature. 

' Thursday gth May. All the morning, his mind was wan- 
dering ; he spoke incoherent words, mostly in Latin. About 
three in the afternoon, complete weakness came on ; his 
hte«thing began to be interrupted. About four, he asked for 
naphtha, but the last syllable died on his tongue. He tried 
to write, but produced only three letters ; in which, hojvever, 
the character of his hand was still visible. Till towards six, 
no change. His Wife was kneeling at the bedside; he still 
pressed her offered hand. His Sister-in-law stood, with the 
Doctor, at the foot of the bed, and laid warm pillows on bis 
feet, which were growing cold. There now darted, as it were, 
an electrical spasm over all his countenance; the head sank 
back ; the profoundest repose transfigured his face. His 
features were as those of one softly sleeping,'— wrapt in hard- 
?oti Victory and Peace forever 1' — 

■ Schwab, p. 637, citing Vdss, an eyewilness ; and Caroliiiu vun WoIhj- 
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Nn, 1. Piige 13. 

DAKIEL SCIIUBART. 

B aitliuEJnsticdiscontenl so manifest in the KaMfrihis'b 
in pari altribnted to Schiller's intercourse with Schnbart This seems 
as wise as Ule hypothesis of Gta}''s Alderman, who, after half s century 
of turtle-soup, imputed the ruin of his heallh to eating two uniifie 
grapes: ' he felt them cold upon his stomach, the moment they were 
over; he never got the betler of Ihem.' Schiller, it appears, saw Schu- 
barl only once, and their conversation was not of a conGdential kind. 
For any influence Ibis interview cmild have produced upon the former, 
the laltei- could have meriled no mention here ; it is on other grounds 
that we refer to Mm. Schubarl's liisto^, not devoid of interest in it- 
self, unfolds ill a striking light the circumslancca under which Schiller 
stood at present; and may serve to justify tlie violence of his alarms, 
which to the hsppynatives of our Island might otherwise appear pusil- 
lanimous and excessive. For these reasons we subjoin a sketch of it. 

Schubart's character is not a new one in literature j nor is itslrar^ 
that his life sbonld have been unfortunate. A warm genial spirit; a 
glowing fancy, aad s friendly heart ; every faculty but diligence, and 
every virtue but 'the undetstmpping virtue of discretion 1' such is fre- 
quently the constitution of the poet ; the natural result of it also has 
frequently been pointed out, and sufficiently bewailed. This man was 
one of thi^ many who navigate the ocaeti of life with ' more sail than 
baliasli' his voyage contradicted every rule of seamanship, and neces- 
sarily ended In a wreck. 

Christina Fricdrich Daniel Schuhnrl was bom at Obersoniheim in 
Swabia, on the 36th of April tji<}. His father, a well-meaning soul, 
olEciated there in (he multiple capacity of schoolnuister, precentor, and 
curate; dignities which, with various mutations and improvements, he 
subsequently held in several successive villages lT the same district. 
Danid, from the first, was a thing of inconsistencies ; his life proceeded 
as if liy (its and starts. At school, for a while, he lay dormant: at the age 
of leven he could not read, and had acquired the reputiticoi of a perfect 
dunce. But 'all at once,' says his biographer, 'the rind which eoclose^. 
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liis spirit started asumltT;* and Daniel became the prodigy of 
Kchool ! His good father determined to make a learned man oft 
he sent him at the age of fourteen to the Nordlingen Lyceum, and 
years afterwards to a similar establishment at Niimberg. Here Scht 
b<^an to nourish with all his natural luxuriance ; read classical 
domestic poets; spouted, speculated; wrote flowing songs; discovere 
decided turn for music,' and even composed tunes for the harpsich 
In short, he became an acknowlctlged geuius ; and his parents 
sented that he should go to Jena, and perform his ctirsus of Tbeol 

Schubart's purposes were not at all like the decrees of Fate: h 
out towards Jena; and on arriving at ICrlangen, resolved to procee 
fartlier, but perfonn his cursus where he was. For a time he stc 
well; but afterwards * tumultuously, ' that is, in violent fits, altem 
with fits as violent of idleness and debauchery. He became a Bu 
of the first water; drank and declaimed, rioted and ran in debt; ti 
parents, unable any longer to support such expenses, were glad to 
the first opening in his cursus, and recal him. He returned to i 
with a mind fevered by intemperance, and a constitution perman 
injured; his heart burning with regret, and vanity, and love of 
sure; his head without habits of activity or principles of judgmc 
whirlpool where fantasies and hallucinations and * fragments of sd 
were chaotically jumbled to and fro. But he could babble col 
latin; and talk with a trenchant tone about the * revolutions of P 
sophy.* Such accomplishments procured him pardon from his par 
the precentorial spirit of his Jather was more than reconciled on di 
ering that Daniel could also preach and play upon the organ. 
good old people still loved their prodigal, and would not cease to 
in him. 

As a preacher Schubart was at first very popular; he imitated 
mer ; but at the same time manifested first-rate pulpit talents of his < 
These, however, he entirely neglected to improve: presuming or 
gifts and their acceptance, he began to * play such fantastic tricks 
fore high Heaven,' as made his audience sink to yawning, or exp 
in downright laughter. He often preached extempore ; once 
preached in verse I His love of company and case diverted him i 
study : his musical propcnsilifliB diverted him still farther. He 
special gifts as an organist; but to handle the concordance and to n 
* the heaving bellows learn to blow' were inconsistent things. 

Yet withal it was impossible to hale poor Schubart, or even ; 
ously to dislike him. A joyful, piping, guileless mortal, good nat 
innocence of heart, and love of frolic beamed from every feature oi 
countenance; he wished no ill to any son of Adam. He was muf 
and poetical, a maker and a singer of sweet songs ; humorous a 
speculative, discursive; his speech, though aimless and redundant, | 
tered with the hues of fancy, and here and there with the keenest j 
of intellect. He was vain, but had no touch of pride; and the ex 
lencies which he loved in himself, he aclmowledged and as war 
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loved in others. He was a man of few or no principles, but his nervous 
ajbtem was very good. Amid his chosen comrades, a jug of indifferent 
beer and a pipe oftobacco could change the earth into elysimn far him, 
itid make hi? brethren demigods. To look at his laughing eyes, and 
his effulgent honest ^e, you were tempted to forget that hewas a per- 
jured priest, that the world had duties for him which he was neglect- 
ing. Hxd life been all a maj-game, Schnbart was the best of men, and 
the wisest cf philosophers. 

Unluckily it was not: the voice of Duty had addressed him in vain; 
but that of Want was more impressive. He left his father's house, and 
engaged himself as tutor in a ianiily at Konigsbronn. To teach the 
young idea how to shoot had few delights for Schulmrt : he soon gave 
up this place in favour of a younger brother; and endeavoured to sub- 
sist, for some time, by affording miiicellaneous assistance to the alergy 
of the neighbonriiig villages. Ere long, preferring even pedagogy lo 
starvation, he again became a teacher. The bitter morsel was sweet, 
ened with a seasoning of music; he was appointed not only schoolmaster 
but also organist of Geisslingen, A fit of diligence now seized him ; 
his late difEcultJes had impressed him; and the parson of the place, who 
subseqaeatly married Schubart's sister, was frigidly and skilful enough 
lo turn the impression to account. Hod poor Schubart always been 
in such hands, the epithet ' poor" oouid never hove belonged to him. 
In this little viUagC'School he mtroduced some iroporlnnt reforms and 
improvements, and in consequence attracted several valuable scholars. 
Also for his own behoof, he studied honestly. His conduct here, if not 
irreprehensible, was at least very much amended. His marriage, in his 
twenty- fifth year, might have improved it still farther ; for his wife was 
a good, soft-hearted, amiable creature, who loved him with her whole 
heart, and would have died to serve him. 

But aew preferments awaited Schubart, and with them new tempta- 
tions. His fame as a musician was deservedly extending : in time it 
reached Ludwig^burg, and the Gisnd Duke ofWurtemhet^ himself 
heard Schubart spoken of ! The schoolmaster of Geisslingen was, in 
17BS, promoted to be organist and band-director in this gay and pomp- 
ous court. With a bounding heart, he tossed away his fer\iia, and has- 
tened to the scene, where joyi for evermore seamed calling on him. He 
plunged into the heart of business and amusement. Besides the music 
which he taught and played, publicly and privately, with great applause, 
he gave [he military officers instruction in various branches of science ; 
he talked and feasted ; he indited songs and rhapsodies ; he lectured 
on History and the Belles Letlres. All this was more than Schubart's 
head could stand. In a little time he fell in debt ; took up with vir- 
tuosi ; b^an to read Voltaire, and talk against religion in his drink. 
From the rank of genius, he was fast d^enerating into that of prolli- 
eatei his affairs grew more and more emborrassed; and he had no gift 

Kg any order in them. Prudence was not one of Schubart's 
the nearest approximation lie coa\4 -rosJie. Wi A ■««!. \«»w t 
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ihcn 1 Uilc louch of canning. HU wife atilMoved him; lovcdhiBiril 
ihjtt p«rvcr>encss of aSecticnt, wlucb increases in the inverse nuio d 
its requital: she had long patiently enilurcd bis follies and nc^eo, 
happ; if she could obtaia a transient luiar of kindiiess from him. Sa 
hi] endless course o[ riot, and the straits to wEitch it had reduced Aet 
hapless family, at length oTensme her spirits : she grew melandu^, 
almost brnken-hearted; and her father took her home to him, vilh bi 
children, from the spendthrift who had been her niim. Schuban' 
in Ludwigsburg was verging to its cloie j his estravagaace 

and debts pressed heavier and hesTier on Inm: for some scon ., 

young wonum of the place, he was cast into prison ; and let onl, 
with an injunction forthwith to quit the dominions of the Grand E 
Forlorn and honieteu. here then was Schubart footing die 
highway, with a staff in his hand, and one solitary ihaler in his p 
not knowing whither he shonid go. At IIcilbroDii. the Blii^enncifUt 
Wachs permitted him to tench his Biirgermeisterinn the harpsidlori; 
and Schubart did not die of htinger. For a space of time he wnnderri 
to and fro, with numerous impracticable plant; now laJking for histie- 
tuals; now lecturing or leaching mosic ; kind people now aitiacted lo 
him by his graiius and misfortunes, and anon repdled from him by the 
faults which hod abased him. Once a giram of court -prererraolU rt- 
vi^ted his path: the Elector Palatine was made acquainted with hit 
gifts, and sent for him lo Schwetzii^ren to play before him. (lis pla;^ 
ing gratified the Electoral ear; he would have been provided for, bid 
he not in conversation with his Highness happened to express a rather 
free opinion of the Mannheim Academy, which at that lime was hb 
Highncss's hobby. On the iastant of this luckless oversight, the dooi 
of patronage was slammed in Schubart's face, and he stood solitary dp 
Ihe pavement as iM^fore, 

One Count Scbmettau took pity on him; offered him his purse anJ 
home ; both of which the way-worn wanderer was happy to accept. Al 
Schmetlau's he fell in with Baron Ldden, the Bavarian envoy, who ad- 
vised him to turn Catholic, and accompany the retaming embassy Id 
Munich. Schubart hesitated to become a ren^ade; but departed with 
his new patron, upon trial. In the way, be played befbre the Bishop 
of WiiEEburg; was rewarded by his Princely Reverence with gold as wdl 
as praise; and arrived under happy omens at Munich, Here for a while 
fortune seemed to smile on him again. The bouses of tiie great were 
thrown open to him; he talked and played, and fared sumptuously evn; 
day. He took serious counsel with himself about the great Popish ques- 
tion; now inclining this way, now that; he was pnzzUng which to choosy 
when Chance entirely relieved him of the trouble. 'A person of re- 
spectability' in Munich wrote to ■Wiirtemberg to make inquiries who 
or what this general favourite was; and received for answer, thai the 
general favourite was a villain, and had been banished from Ludwi^ 

burg for denying that there was a Holy Ghost' ''-'—' 

Munich without ta^ of dium. 
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Once more upon Ihe roaxl without an aim, the wanderer turned to 
Augsburg, simply as ihc nearest cily, Bnd— set up a. Newspaper ! The 
Deatscke Ckrenik flourished in his hands; in a lijtle while it had ac- 
quired a decided character for sprightliitesfi and talent; in time it be- 
came the most widely circu]ated journal oPlhe countr}'. Schubart was 
again a prosperous man; his writings, stamped with the vigorous im- 
press of his owo genius, travelled over Europe; artists and men of let- 
ters gathered round bim; he had money, be had Tame; the rich and 
noble threw their pxriours open to him, and listened with delight to his 
overflowing, mony-cotonred conversation. He wrote paragraphs and 
poetry; he Caught music and gave concerts; he set up a spouting estab- 
lishment, recited newly-published poems, read Klopstock's Messias to 
crowded and enraptured audiences. Scbubort's evil genius seemed 
asleep, but Schubart himself awoke it. He had borne a grudge against 
the clei^, ever since hiii banishment from Ludwigsburg; and he now 
employed the facilities of his journal for giving vent to it. He criticised 
the priesthood of Augsburg; speculated on their selfishness and cant, 
and took every opportunity of turmi^ them and their proceedings into 
ridicule. The Jesuits especially, whom he regarded as a fallen body, 
he treated with extreme freedom; exposing their deceptions, and hold- 
ing up to public contumely certain qimcks whom they patronised. The 
Jesuitic Beast was prostrate, but not dead: it had still strength enough 
to lend a dangerous kick to any one who came too near it. One even- 
ing an olhcial person waited upon Schubart, and mentioned an arrtit by 
virtue of a warrant from the Catholic Burgermeisler ! Schubart was ob- 
liged to go to prison. The heads of the Protestant party made an effort 
in his favour; they procured his liberty, but not without a stipulation 
that he should immediately depart from Augsburg. Schubart asked to 
know his crime ; but the Council answered him ; ' ' We have our tea- 
sons; let that satisfy you:" and with this very moderate satisfaction he 
was forced to leave their city. 

But Schubart waa now grown an adept in banishment; so trifling an 
event could not unhinge his equanimity. Driven out of Augsburg, the 
philosophic editor sov^ht refuge in Ului, where the publication of his 

' journal had, for other reasons, already been appointed to take place. 

I The Deutsclu Cknmik was as brilliant here as ever ; it extended more 
and more through Germany ; ' copies of it even came to London, Paris, 

' Amsterdam, and Petersburg.' Nor had its author's fortune altered 
much; he bad still the same employments, and remunerations, and ex- 
travagances; the same sort of friends, the same sort of enemies. The 
latter were a little buaer than formerly: they propagated scandals ; en- 
graved caricatures, indited l.-unpoons against him ; but this he thought 
a very smalt matter. A man chat has been three or four times banished, 
and as often put in prison, and for many years on the point of starving, 

L will not trouble himself much about a gross or two of pasquinades. 

I Schubart had his wife and family again beside him, he had money also 
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lu auppnrl them; so lie sang aiul RddlcH, tnlkeil and 
tlic loftj rhyme.' and cared no fig for nnj one. 

Bill enemies, moie TcU than these, ivcre lurking for the thoo^lis 
Man or Fan^nphs. The Jesuits h.ad still their feline eyes upon him, 
nnd longed to have their talons in his flesh. They found a ceiuig 
deneral Ried, who joined them on a quarrel of his own. ThisU* 
ncral Ried, the Austrian Agent at Ulm, hod vowed inexpiable lilUtd 
■gainst Schabart, il would seem, for a verj slight cnuse indeed: once 
Schubart had engaged to play before him, and then finding that t^ 
hnrpiidiotd was out of order, had refiised, flatly refused ! The Ge- 
neral's elevated spirit called for vengeance on this impudent plebou; 
the Jesuits encouraged him; and thus all lay in eager watch. An op- 
portunity ere long occurred. One week in 1778, there appeared in 
Schubart's newspaper an Extract of a Leiter from Vienna, stating Ibit 
'the Empress Maria Theresa had been stmck by apoplexy.' On read- 
ing which, the General made instant application to his Ducal Ilighncst, 
re<]uesling that the publisher of this ' alrodous libel' should be 
lip to him, and ' sent to expiate his crime in Hungary,' by 
inent — for life. The Duke de^red his gallant friend to be a 
Ihnl hf had long had his own eye on this man, and would himself I 
charge of him. Accordingly, a few days afterwanis, Herr von ~ ' 
Complroller of the Convent of Dlaubcuren, came to Schubart 
multitude of compliments, inviting him lo dinner, "as there 
stranger wishing to be introduced to htm." Schubart sprang into the 
' SckUtltn with this wolf in sheep's clothing, and away Ihey drove to 

Blaubeuren. Arrived here, the honourable Herr von Scholl left hua 
in a private room, and soon relumed with a posse of official Majors and 
Amtmen, the chief of whom advanced lo Schubart, and declaimed him 
— an arrtsted man ! The hapless Schubart thought it was a jest ; but 
alas here was no jesting J Schubart then said with a composure scarcely 
to be looked for, that " be hoped the Duke would not condemn him 
unheard." In this too he was deceived ; the men of office made him 
mount a carriage with them, and set off without delay for Hohenaspeig. 
The Duke himself was therewith bis Duchess, when these bloodhounds 
anrf their prey arrived: the princely couple gazed Irom a window as the 
group went past them, and a fellow.creature took his farewell look of 
sun and sky ! 

If hitherto the follies of this man have cast an air of farce upon bis 

sufierings, even when in part unmerited, such senliments must now give 

place to that of indignation at his cruel and cold-blooded persecutors. 

Schubart, who never had the heart to hurt a fly, and with all his indis- 

_ ccelions, had been no man's enemy but his own, was conducted to a 

L narrow subterraneous dungeon, and left, without book or pen, or any I 

^^^ sort of occupation or society, to ghew the cud ofbitter thought, asd I 

^^^^fiMnt the leaden months as theypassed over him, and brought no miti- ^\ 

^^^^■^on of his misery. His Sven^Tni^mjency of Wurtemberg, l^^^^^ 
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e heroic General himself, might have been satisfied, could thej have 
een him : physical squalor, combined with moral agony, were at work 
in Schubart; at the end of a year, he was grown so weak, that he could 
lOt stand except by leaning on the walls of his cell. A little while, 
and he bade fair to get beyond the reach of all his tyrants. This, how- 
r, was not what they wanted. The prisoner was removed too. whole- 
>e upper room; allowed the use of certain books, the sight of certain 
company, and had, at least, the privil^e to think and breathe without 
obstruction. He was farther gratified by bearing that his wife and chil- 
dren had been treated Itindlyi the boys had been admitted to the Stutt- 
gard school, where Schiller was now studying; to their mother there 
had been assigned a pension of two hundred gulden. Charles of Wiir- 
temberg was undoubtedly a weak and heartless man, but we know not 
that he was a savage one ; in the punishment of Schubart, it ia possible 
enough that he believed himself to be discharging nn important duty to 
the world. The only subject of r^ret is, that any duty to the world, 
beyond the duty of e.xisting inoffensively, should be committed to such 
liands; that men like Charles and Ricd, endowed with so very small a 
fraction of the common faculties of manhood, should have the destiny 
of any living thing at their control. 

Another mitigating circumstance in .Schubail's lot was the character 
of his gaoler. This humane person had himself tasted the tender mer- 
cies of ' paternal' government; he knew the nature of a dungeon better 
even than his pfisoner. ' For four years,' we are told, ' he had seen 
' no human face ; his scanty food had been lowered to him through a 
' trap-door; neither chair nor table were allowed him, his cell was never 
' swept, his heard and nails were left to grow, the humblest conveni- 
' ences of civilised humanity were denied him!'' On this man affliction 
had produced its softening, not its hardening influence: be hod grown 
religious, and merciful in heart; he studied to alleviate Schubart's hard 
fate by every means within his power. He spoke comfortingly to him; 
ministered to his inGrmilies, and, in spite of orders, lent him all his 
books. These, it is trae, were only treatises on theosophy and mystical 
devotion; but they were the best ht had; and to Schubart, in his first 
lonely dungeon, they afforded occupation and solace. 

Human nature will accommodate itself to anything. The King of 
Pontus taught himself to eat poison : Schubart, cut out from intemper- 
ance and jollity, did not pine away in confinement and abstemiousness; 
he had lost Voltaire and gay company, he found delight in solitude and 
Jacob Bohm. Nature had been loo good to him to let his misery in 
any case be unalloyed. The vague unguided ebullience of spirit, which 
had so often set the table in a roar, artd made him the most fascinating 
of debauchees, was now mellowed into a cloudy enthusiasm, the sable 
of which was still copiously blended with rainbow colours. His brain 
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liad received a Ulghl though iiuunble cmck; tliere < 
penlioa mixed with his unsettled ferroari but be was not wnUfld 
oflan eTED nul uncomfutUUe. His religiun wax not reot; bmilU 
Tality enough Toe pr«tenl puTpoMs; he was at once a sceptic ml* 
mjnic, I. true disciple of Bohni as well a» of Voltaire, 
inewiliilc, imaginative men like Schu bait, this is not an 
ineSectunl resoatce: ■! the bottom of their minds they dcaifat 
lieve, hut their hearts exclaim agaiiul the slightfst whisper at 
d«rc not look into the fathomles abrss <W lolidelity, so iliejr 
over vfith the dmae nnH stnuieelf -tinted smoke of Thcosopbr- 
lurt henceforth now and then employed the phrases and ligarcs 
jrioni hut its principles had made Do change in his theoly of I 
duties: it was not fooit to strengthen the weakness of his spirit, 
opiue to stay its craving. 

Schubart hud still fitrther resources: like nther great men in dp- 
livily, he i>el about composing the history of his life It is tnie, hebv! 
no pens or paper; but this could not delerbim. A fellow -prisaiier,tt 
whom, IS he one day saw him pass by the gtaiing of bis windo* 
had communicaled bis deure, entered eseerly into the scheme: 
contrived lo unfasten a stone in a wall thai divided their 
when the prison-doora were bolted for the night, this volunteeri 
ensis look his pltLCe^ Schubart trailed his mattress to the biendly 
and there lay down, and dictated in whispers the record ofhisfilfiilaloiy. 
These memoirs have been preserved ; they were published and complelid 
by a soji of Schuhutl's : we have often wished Co see them, bat in gmn. 

By day, Schubart had liberty to speak with certain visltoiB. 
of these, as n-e have said above, was Schiller. Thai Schnbart, 
«n^e inlerview, wns pleased with the euthasiastic fiieiuUr b 
could hare conjectured, and he has himself infonned us. '^ 

■ Schiller,' said the veteran garreteer, in writing afterwards ^ 

' 1 scarcely know of any German youth in whom the sacred spark of 
' genius has mounted up within Ibe soul like flame upon the altar uf a 
' Deity. We are fallen inlo the shameful limes, when women bear rule 
' over men ; and make the toilet'a tribunal before which Uie most 
' gigantic minds must plead. Hence the stunted spirit of our poets; 
* hence the dwarf products of their imaginolioni hence the rrivolous ivit- 
' licism, tile henrtlras sentiment, crippled and rickeled by soups, lagouls 
' and sweetmeats, which you iind in fashionable balladmongers. ' 

Time and hours wear out the roughest day. The world b^an to 
I in Schubart, and lo take some pity on him: his son^ 
and poems were collected and published; iheir merit and their autlior's 
misery exhibited a shocking contrast. His Highness of Wurli 

coiidE«:endeil to remember that a mortal, of wants and fJeelingi 
i«-n, had been forced by him lo spwid, in Bonowand inaction, 

third pari of an ordinary lifeligie; to waste, and worse than waste, 

years of precious time; time, of which not all the dukes and princes 
*-- - ' could give him back one instant. He commanded Seha> 
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bait to be liberated; and xhe rejoicing Editor (imacquitted, unjudged, 
unaccused !) once more beheld the blue zenith end the full ring o( the 
horizon. He joined his vi£e at Stuttgard, and recommenced his news- 
paper. The DeuUcke Chrottik was again popular; the notorielj' of its 
conductor made amends fiic the decay which critics did not fail lo notice 
in his faculties. Scbubart's suSeiings had in fact permanently injured 
him; his mind was warped and wenkened by theosophy and solitude; 
bleak northern vapours uAen flitted over il, and chilled its tropical 
luxuriance. Yet he wrote and rhymed ; discoursed on the corruption 
of the times, and on the means of their improvement. He published 
the first portion ofhii Life, and often talked aniazillgly about the Wan- 
dering Jew, and a romance of which he was lo form the subject. The 
Idea of making old 5^n*^(ifeni/0tt'iuj, the ' Wandering, ' or as Schu- 
bart's countrymen denominate him, the 'Eternal Jew,' into a novel 
hero, was a mighty favourite with him. In this antique eordwainer, 
as on a raft at anchor in the stream of lime, he would survey the 
changes and wonders of two thousand years: the Roman and the Arab 
were lo figure there; the Crusader and the Circumnavigator, the Ere- 
mite of IheThebaid and the Pope of Rome. Joannes himself, the Man 
existing out of Time and Sjmce, Joannes the unresting and undying, 
was to be a deeply tragic personage. Schubart warmed himself with 
this idea; and talked about it in his cups, to the astonishment of simple 
souls. He even wrote a certain rhapsody connected willi it, which, is 
published in his poems. But here he rested ; and the project of the 
Wandering Jew, which Goethe likewise meditated in his youth, is still 
unexecuted. Goelhe turned lo other objects; and poor Schubart was 
surprised by death, in the midst of bis schemes, on the loth of Octo< 
ber >79i. 

Of Schuban's charnclet as a man, this record of his life leaves but 
a mean impression. Unstable in his goings, without principle or plan, 
he flicker^ through existence like an igms-fataus ; now shooting into 
momentary gleams of happiness and generosity, now quenched in the 
mephitic marshes over which his x^-ukg path condncted him. Ue had 
niany amiable qualities, but scarcely any moral worth. From lirst to 
lost his circumstances were against him; his education was unfortunate, 
its fluctuating aimless wanderings enhanced its ill effects. The thrall 
of the passing moment, he had no will; the 6ne endowments othis 
heart were left to riot in chaotic turbulence, and their forces canceUed 
one another, With better models ond advisers, wilh more rigid habits, 
and a happier fortune, he might have been an admirable man: as it is, 
he is &r from admirable. 

The same defects have told with equal influence on his character as 
a writer. Schnlsart had a quick sense of the beautiful, the moving, and 
the true; his nature was susceptible and fervid; be had a keen intellect, 
a fieiy imagination; and his ' iron Incmory' secured forever the vario 
{■radnce tA9fo.wiKBJJl^Sm. Sut he had no diligence, no ^wec oEw 
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Like this too, it wu squandered in pursuit of casual otqed 
t in gniils; the labor limir d mora wu a thing he did not ■ 
lil writings hnve greflt merit. His newspajier essxjs fl' 
f illuGlrnlion uid brilliant urelesE thought- Mis songs, «i 
of 1 devoliomtl >nd iheosophic cast, are ofleii full ofnactml 
and (me limplicitj. 'From his youth apwards, ' ' 
lied tlie true OldUeman Volhiied; he n-nlched the a 
et, the craftsman in his workshop, the soldier in h 
' the maid by the spinning-wheel; and tranirerred the g 
' primeval Geimantiim, which he found in (hem, to his o 
Hence their populnrity, which many of than still retain. 'In 
' lyrical pieces,' oliserves the some not injudicious critic, ' « 
' fearless singulnritj \ wild imagiaBlioii, dwelling rather on 
' and frightful than on the beautiful alul soft; deep, but seMom lo^t' 
'continued feeling! at limes fcr-darting thoughts, 
■ stormy vehemence ; and generally a glowing, self-created, i _ 
' diction. He never wrote to show his art; but poured (brtb, fromlh 
> inward call of his nature, the thought or feeling which happowdfit 
' the hour to have dominion in him.'' 

Such were Schubart and his works and fortunes; the itirftfta mu^ 

II of u richly-gifted lm( ill-slarred and infatuated poet I The ii 
his persecutions added speed to Schiller's flight from Stuttgartl; nwf 
Olvi 
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A FEW Extracts from Schiller's correspondence may be gratifying 
e readers. TheZf/ttri la Balbrrg, which constitute the chief pan 
it as yet before the public, ore on the whole less inierescing thin 
might have been expected, ifwcdid not recollect that the wriler ofthem 
wafi still an inexperienced youth, overawed by his idea of Dalbcrg, to 
whom he could communicate with freedom only on a single topic; tuA 
besides oppressed with grievances, which of themselves would haTft 
weighed down his spirit, and prevented any frank or cordial exp ""*" 
of its feelings. 

Of the Reichsfreiherr von Dalberg himself, this correspondence^ 
us little information, and wc have gleaneil liltle elsewhere. He is.] 
tioned incidentally in almost every literary faistoiy connected w 
time; and generally as a mild gentlemanly person, a judicious < 
) JUrdgHx Ltxkoin frirm which mckfit pan of the above deuib are tok 
.ai now > decidedly compacl, inlcLKgeiit and iDlelliEibli: Lift afSchn 
L &lt]ir«lilUeva1unies, by Stiausn, Kine yean ago. (JV«M f/'iSsT-) 
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snd a warm lover of the arts and their cultivators. The following aa- 
lice of his death is extracted frora the Convtr-sations-Lixicott, Part III. 
p. 11: 'Diedat Marmheim, OD the i^tli ofDeceoiber igo6, in hi.s 8;1h 
'year, Wol^ng Heribert, Reich sfreiherr von Dalberg; knighted by 
' the Emperor Leopold on his coronation at Frankfort. A wann friend 
' and patron of the arts and sciences ; while the German Society flour- 
' ished at Maimheim, he was its first Fresidenti and the theatre of that 
' town, the school of the best actors in Germanj, oflffland. Beck, Beil, 
' and many others, owes to him its foundation, ond'its maintenance 
' throughout his long Intendancf, which he held till iSoj. Asa writer 

■ and a poet, he is no less favourably known. We need only refer 10 
' his tVru, a musical drama, and to the MSnch voa Carviel.' — These 
letters of Schiller were found among his papers at his death ; rescned 
from destruction by two of his executors, and published at Carlsruhe, in 
a smaU duodecimo, la the year igig. There is a verbose preface, but 
no note or comment, though some such B^A is now and then a little 
wanted. 

The letters most worthy of our notice are those relating to the ex- 
hibition of the Xaiieri on the Mannheim stage, and to Schiller's conse- 
quent embarrassments aitd BighL From these, accordingly, the most 
of our selections shall be taken. It is curious to see with what timidity 
the intercourse on Schiller's part commences ; and how this awkwanl 
shyness gradually gives place to some di^^ree of confidence, as he be- 
comes acquainted with his patron, or is tailed to treat of subjects where 
he feels that he himself has a dignity, and rights of his own, forlorn and 
humble as he is. At first he never mentions Dalberg but with all his 
titles, some of which to our unceremotiious ears seem ludicrous enough. 
Thus in the full style of German reverence, he avoids directly nambg 
his correspondent, but uses the oblique designation of ' your Excellency, ' 
or something equally exalted: and he begins his two earliest letters with 
anaddress, which, literally interpreted, runs thus: 'Empire-free, Highly- 
wellborn, Particularly-much-to-be-venerated, Lord Pri^ Counsellor!' 
Such sounding phrases make us smile: hut they entirety depend on cus- 
tom for their import, and the smile which tliey excite is not by any 
means a philosophic one. It is but fair that in our version we omit 
them, or render them by some more grave equivalent. 

The first letter is as follows: 

'The proud judgment, passed upon me in the flattering letter which 
' I had the honour to receive from your Excellency, is enough to set 
' the prudence of an Author on a very slippery eminence. The authn- 
' rity of the quarter it proceeds from, would almost communicate to that 
' sentence the stamp of infallibility, if I could regard it as anything but 

■ a mere encouragement of my Muse. More than this a deep feeling of 
my weakness will not let me [hitik it ; but if my strength shall c' 

■' ' 'le height of a masterpiece, I certainly shall W\«. ".V " 
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ral of your Eicellency alone to tbrnk for it, and so wiDB 
worM. Fm several yeaia 1 have bad the happiness to know yosftfl! ' 
the public papers: long ago the splendour of the Mannbeiin lha' 
■ ntlraclcd m; attention. Ani:!, 1 confess, ever iiai^s I fell any a 
' ofdnmatic tilent in myself, it hai been among my Jailii^ ptq 
' Mune tuDeorolhcitoTcniovetoMaanhQia, tbe true temple of Tb) 
' a projeel, however, nliich my r/iu^ connection with Wiirtembtxg si 
< possibly impede. 

' VoOT Kxcellency'i very kind proposal on the .subject tif tlie il 
' i^i, and such other pieces as I may prodace in future, i 
* precious to me ; the msuming of it well deserres a a 
' gallon of your Excellency's ihcntre, its special mode 
' its acton, the joh //hx utira of its machinery ; in a wood, a 
' cqKion of it, such as 1 shall never get while my only scaJe of a 
' tion is this Stuttgard theatre of ours, an establish ment stil' ' * 
' norjly. Unhappily my rtetiomical circumstances render it 
' for me lo travel much; Ihough I could travel now with the g 
' happiness and coatidence, as I have Etill some frtgnant idem for d 
' Mannheim theatre, which ] could wish to have the honour of a 
' municaling to your Excellency. I'or the rest, I remain,' Sx. 

From Ihc second letter we learn that Schiller had engaged to 
trilile his original edition of the XMfrs, and still wished mudi 
connected in some shape with MannheJm. The third explains ilsi 

' Siungaril, 6th October 17S1.3 
idigal, the remodelled 
:, appointed by 
It ofthe changes 
: me. Add lo this 
r military Hospigf 

e with less 



' Here then at last returns the luckles 
' A'niitTt! I am sorry that I bnve not kept the I 
' myself; but a transitory glance at the number and e> 
' 1 have made, will, I imsl, be sufficient lo eKcnse 
' that a cont^ious epidemic was at work i: 
' which, of cAirse, interfered TCiy oftrai with ray 
' finishing my work, I inay assure yon I could enga^ 
' of mind, and certainly with far more conientmeni, to compose * w 
' piece, than to undei|^ the labour 1 have just concluded. The t 
' was complicated and tedions. Here I bad to correct an er 
' naturally was rooted in the very groundwork of the play ; there pi 
' haps lo sacrifice a beauty to the limits of the stage, the humour ofS 
' pil, the stupidity of the gallery, or some such 61 ' ' 

■ and I need not tell you, that aa innnture, so on the stage, a& ide>,B 
' emotion, can have only one suitable expression, one proper tono. ' 
' single alteration in a trait of character may give s new tendem^tg 
' whole personage, and, conseqacnlly, to his actions, and the : 
' ism of the piece which depends on them. 

' In the original, the Robbers are exhibited in strong eonliast with 
' each other; and I dare maintain that it is difRcult to dran- half a doien 
f aobbet5 in strong contrast, without in some of them ofieniiing the de- 
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licacy of the stage. Id my £rbt concepLion of llie piece, I excluded 
the idea of its ever being represented in a, thenlre; hence came il thai 
Fnuiz was plaimed asa nvsimiiig vUlam; a plan which, thaughit ma.y 
content the thinking Reader, cannot fail lo ven and weaiy the Spec- 
taloi, who does.RoC come to think, and who wanta not philosophy, hut 

' In tlie new edition, I could not overtuni thi& ttnuigement without 
breaking-down the whole economy of the piece. Accordingly 1 can 
predict, with tolerable certainty, that Fianz when he appear on the 
stage, will not play the part which he has played with the reader. 
And, at all events, the rushing stream of the action will hurry the 
spectator over all the finer shadings, and rob him of a third part of 
the whole character. 

' Karl von Moor might chance to fona on era on the stage; except 
a few speculations, which, however, work as indispensable colours in 
the geoeral picture, he is all action, all visible life. Spiegelbet^, 
Schweitier, Hermann, are, in the strictest sense, personages for the 
stage; in a less degree, Amelia and the Father. 

'Written and oral critidsBis I have endeavovired to lum to advant- 
age. The alterations are important; certain scenesareallogether neiv. 
Of this Dumber, areHennann's counter-plots to undermine the schemes 
of Fisnz; his interview with that personage, which, in the first com- 
position of the work, was entirely and very imhappily forgotten. His 
interview with Amelia in the garden has been postponed to the suc- 
ceeding act ; and my friends tell me that I couid huie hied upon no 
better act than this, no better time than a few moments prior to the 
meeting of Amelia with Moor. Fnuiz is brought alitlle nearer human 
nature; but the mode of it is rather strange. A scene like his con- 
demnation in the (iftli act has never, to my knowledge, been exhibited 
on any stage ; and the same may be said of the scene wheie Amelia 
is sacrificed by her lover. 

' If the piece should be too bng, it stands at the diseielion of the 
manager 10 abbceviate the speculative parts of it, or here and there, 
without prejudice to the general impression, to omit them altogether. 
But in the firijitiHg, I use the freedom humbly to protest against the 
leaving out of anytliing. I had satisfactory reasons of my own for all 
that 1 allowed to pass; and my submission to the stage does not ex- 
tend so Ibi, that I can leave Aalis in my work, and mutilate the cha- 
racters of men for the convenience of actors. 

'In regard to the selection of costume, without wishing to prescribe 
any rules, I may be permitted to Temark, that though in nature diess 
is nnimportanl, on the stage it is never so. In thie particular, the 
taste of my Robber Moor will not be difficult lo hit. He wears a 
plume; for this is mentioned expressly in the play, at the time when 
he abdicates his office. I have also given him a baton. His dress 
should always be noble without ornament, unstudied but not n^- 
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' A young bul escellnH e<impon.T i^ working a 
P'anhappy prodigal i I know it will be BiAilerly. 
V finiahnl, 1 shall take llic liliert; or ofTstiiv il to yc 

' I mu<it ako bf^jou to eicuKthe irregular slate of the B 
le incoirectneu or Ihe penmanship. 1 was in haste ti _ 
rTcaily for you; hence the double sort of hand writing in it; henadvl 
jf my rorbeaiing to correct il. My copyist, accordtng lo the ea 
Pall rtferming caligrapheis, I find, has wofuUy abused the ^ 
P'To conclude, I recommend myself nnd my ouleiivcn 
Pof an honoured judge. 1 am,' &c. 



^^^^^ 'With the change projecled by yout Excellency, 
^^^^^^ ' publiihing of my play, I feel entirely contented, especially »sTp?" 
' ceJTe thst by this means two interests that had become ycry alien, in 
' again made one, without, as I hope, any piejudice to the resulltu'l 
' the success of my work. Your Excellency, however, touches on so»f 
' other toy weighty changes, which the piece has undergone fromyuui 
' hands; and these, in respect of myself, 1 feel to be so important, tlial 1 
' shall tKg lo eiplain my mind at some length r^iaiding tbem. At tbc 
' outset, then, I must honestly confess to you, I hold the projected Wans- 
' ferenceof the action represented in my play to the epoch of the LatU- 
' fritd, and the Suppression of Prirale Wars, irith the whole actoju- 
' panimeot which it gains by this new position, as infinitely better than 
' mine; and mmt hold it so, although the whole piece should go toniin 
' thereby. Doubtless il is an objection, that in our enlightened cen- 
' tury, with our watchful police and lixedness of statute, such a recklrss 
' gong should have arisen in the very bosom of Ihe lau-s, and still molt^ 
' have taken root and subsisted for years: doubtless the objeclion is 
' well founded, and I have nothing to allege against it, but the licente 
' of I'oelry to raise the probabilities of the real world to the rank of 
' true, and its possibilities lo the rank of probable. 

'This excuse, it must be owned, is little adequate to the objeedSda 
' it opposes. But when I gmnl yonr Excellency so much (and I grant 
' il honestly, and with complete conviction), wt^t will follow? Stn^ily 
' that my play has got an ugly fault at its birth, which fault, if I may 
' say so, il must cany with il to its grave, the fault being interwoven 
' with its very nature, and not to be removed without destruction of the 

' In the Grst place, all my personages speak in a style too modem. 
' too enlightened for that ancient time. The dialect is not the right one. 
' That simplicity so vividly presented to us by the author of CHlt %h)ii 
' Berlkhingen, is altc^lher wanting. Many long tirades, touches great 
' and small, nay entire characters, are taken from the aspect of the pre- 
' sent world, and would not answer for the age of Maximilian. In a 
' word, this change would reduce the piece into something like a cer- 

'n woodcut which 1 remember meelingwith in an edition of' 
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' The Trojans wore hussar bools, and Kfng Agnmemiion hail a pair 
' ofpLstols in his belt. I should commit a crime against the age of 
' Maximilian, to aroid on error agajnsl the nge of Frederick the Second. 

' Again, my whole episode of Amelia's love would make a frightful 
' contrast irith the simple chivalry attacbment of that period. Anielii 
' would, at all hai.irds, need to be re-moulded into a chivalry maiden; 
' and I need not tell you that this character, and the sort of love which 
' rrigna in ray work, are so deeply and broadly linted into the whole 
'picture of the Robber Moor,'oay, into ihe whole piec^ that every 
' part of the deluieation would require to be re-painted, before those 
' lints could be removed. So likewise is it with the character of Franz, 
' that speculative, metaphysico -refining knave. 

' In a word, I think I may aiGrm, that this projected transposition 
' of my work, which, prior to the commencement, would have ienl it 
' the highest tplendour and completeness, could not fail now, when the 
' piece is planned and finished, to change it mlo a defective (puailiki, 
' a crow widi peacock's feathers. 

' Your Excellency will forgive a father this earnest pleading in be- 
' half of his son. These are but words, and in the long-run every thea- 

■ tre can make of any piece what they think proper; the author must 
' content himself. In the present case, he looks upon it as a happi- 
' ness that he has fallen into such hands. With Herr Schwann, hon- 
' ever, I will make it a condition that, at least, he print the piece ac- 
' cording to the first plan. In the theatre I pretend 10 no vote what- 

'That other change relating to Amelia's death was perhaps even 

■ more interesting to me. Believe me, your Excellency, this was the 
' portion of my play which cost me the greatest effort and deliberation, 
' of all which the result was nothing else than this, that Moor tnusl kill 
' his Amelia, and that the action is even a ponAve heauly, in his charac- 
' [er; on the one hand painting the ardent lover, on the other the Ban* 
' dit Cnplain, ivilh Ihe liveliest colours. But the vindication of this 
' port is not to be eihausled in a single letter. For the rest, the few 
' wonls whicli you propose to substitute in place of this scene, arc truly 
' exquisite, and altogether worthy of the situation. I should be proud 
' ofhaving written them. 

' As Herr Schwann informs me that the piece, with the music and 
' indispensably necessary pauses, will Inst about five hours (too long for 
' any piece 1j, a second curtailment of it will be called for. I should 
' not wish that any but myself imdertook this task, and I myself, viilh- 
' out thi sig>ll ef a rehearsal, or of the first re/iresenlalitm, cannot under- 

■ take it. 

' If it were possible ihat your Excellency could tix the general rc- 
' hearsal of the piece some time between the twentieth and the thirtieth 
' of this month, and make good to me the main expenses of a journey 
' to you, I should hope, in some few days, I might unite the interest 
'oT the stage iviih my own, and give the piece iha.i.v*°t^ 
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'^ off, which, whfaout as actual view of ihe represcntBtMO^ 
' be given il. On thi» point, mny I rcincst Ilie favoai of r 
' lencf's decison ioon, that I majr be prepared for lie ereni ! 

' HeiT Schwann writes me ihol a Boron von Gemmingrn hai pi« ' 
;' kimsclf the irouble »nd done me the honour lo reafi nr -'■■:- T- 
^ -Herr von Gemmingen, I atso henr, is siubor of i be £>i:: ' 
Co have llie honour of axsutiog him thai I . 
iconunonly, and admired in it the tnces ofa ni.i 

d vfriier. Bui whnt docs the ituthor ofiheZ!.;,. 

^care abont the b«hble of a young Kpprentice ? If I shoi 
V tile honour of meeting Dalberg at Mannhaoi, and lestirTing Iheilfe- 
u and reverence I bear him, I will Ihen also press into the armirf 
il other, and tell him how dear lo me such souls are as Dalbergud 
KCemmingen. 

' Yoor thought about the small Advertisement, berore our puKhf 

[IDn of the piece, I eiceedingly approve of; along with this I lutn 

!* enclosed a sketch of one. For the rest, I have the honour, with pa- 

p feci respect, to be olways/ S;c. 

Thisi 



'THE ROBBERS, 



' The picture of a great, misguided soul, furnished willi evetj'^ 
' for excell^ice, and lost in spite of atl iis gifts: unchecked ardour and 
' bad companionship contaminate his heart; hurry hun from vice to 
' vice, till at last he stands at the head of a gang of murderer^ heaps 
' horror upon horror, plunges from abyss to abyss into all the deplla 
' of desperation. Great and majestic in misforlune; and by misfortane 
' improved, led back lo virtne. Sncii a man in the Robber Moor yo 
' shall bewail and hate, abhoi and love. A hypocriticaj, malicious dl 
' ceiver, you sluUl likewise see unmuked, and blown to pieces in hi 
' own mines. A feeble, fond, and too indulgent father. The soirovs 
j' of enthusiastic love, and the torture of ungovemed passion. Here 
not without abhorrence, you shall cast a look into the interior 
t* economy of vice, and from the stage be taught how all the gilding of 
[{.fortune cannot kill the inward worm; how terror, luiguish, remose, 
d despair follow close upon the heels of the wicked. Let the spec- 
P lator weep tod&y before our scene, and shudder, and learn to bend his 
[< passions under the laws of reason and religion. Let the youtlt behold 
P vilh pifright the end of unbddled extravaguice ; nor let the man de- 
l' part from our theatre, without a feeling that Providence makes even 
^ villains inatrumenls of His purposes and judgments, and can maivd- 
■'lously unravel the most intricate perplexities of falc' 



LETTERS OF SCHILLER. 371 

Whalerer reverence Schiller eotertnined for Dalberg as a critic and 
a pitron, and however ready to adopt his alterations when Ihej seenned 
judicious, it is plain, from Tarioos passages of these extracts, thai ' 
gard to writing, he had also finn persuasions of his own, and con 
tionanesB enough to adhere lo them while they conlinned sucli. 
gard lo the conducting of his life, his views as yet were far less clear. 
The following Iragments serve to [race him from the first exhibition 
his play at Mnnnhehn to his flight from Stuttgaid; 

'Sluligard, i7ih January i^to. 
' I here in writing repeat my warmest thanks for the courtesies re- 
' ceived from your Excellency, for your attention to my slender efforts, 
' for the dignity and splendour you bestowed upon my piece, far ail 
' your Excellency did to exalt its little merits and hide its weaknesses 
' by the greatest outlny of theatric art. The shortness of my stay at 
' Monnheiro would not allow me to go into details respecting the play 
' or its representation; and as I could not say all, my time bei:% meted 
out to me so sparingly, I thought it belter to say absolutely nothing. 
I observed much, 1 lea.tned much ; and I beliere, if Germany shall 
ever find in me a tnie dramatic poet, I must reckon the date of my 
' commencement from the past week. ' • ■ • 

' StiillBard, nth Mny ijBj. 
■ ' " ' My impatient wish lo see the piece played a second time, 
' and the absence of my Sovereign favouring that purpose, have induced 
' me, with some kdies and male &iends as (iill of curiosity respecting 
' Dalberg's theatre and J^odiers as myself, to undertake a little jgutney 
' to Mannheim, which we are to set about tomorrow. As this is the 
' principal aim of our journey, and to me a more perfect enjoyment of 
' my play is an exceedingly important object, especially since this would 
' put it in my power to set about Fiaco under better auspices, I make 
' it my eameal request of your Excellency, if possible, lo proctue me 
' this enjoyment on Tuesday the 18th oarent.' • • • 

~~ 'SimiBard, 4th June 1783. 

' The satisfaction I enjoyed at Mannheim in such copious fulness, I 
' have paid, since my return, by this epidemical disorder, which has 
' made me till today entirely unfit to thank your Ercellencyfor so much 
' regard and kindness. And yet I am forced almost to repent Ihehap- 
' piesi journey of my life; for by a truly mortifying contrast of Mann- 
' helm with my native country, it has pained me so much, that Stutl- 
' gard arvdall Swobianseeneaare become intolerable to me. Uiihappiet 
' than I am can no one be. I have feeling enough of my bad condi- 
' lion, perhaps also feeling enough of my meriting a better; and in both 
' points of view but one prospect of relief. 

' May I dare lo cast myself into your arms, m^ ^eiici<i'as.'v«)t«Ss.tWjt"i 
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I know how soon your noble heart inflames when S3rmpathy and bs 
manity appeal to it; I know how strong ^ur couiage is to ondertake 
a noble action, and how warm your zeal to finish it. My newfrieoiis 
in Mannheim, whose respect for you is boundless, told me this: but 
their assurance was not necessary; I mjrself in that hour ofyomtimt 
which I had the happiness exclusively to enjoy, read in your countes- 
ance far more than they had told me. It is this which makes m 
bold to j>iz'e myself without reserve to you, to put my whole fete into 
your hands, and look to you for the happiness of my life. As yet 
I am little or nothing. In this Arctic Zone of taste, I shall never 
grow to anything, unless happier stars and a Gr-ecutn climate wdxtawt 
into genuine poetry. Need 1 say more, to expect from Dalberg all 
support ? 

* Your Excellency gave me every hope to this effect ; the squeeze 
of the hand that sealed your promise, I shall forever feeL If yonr 
Excellency will adopt the two or three hints I have subjoined, and 
use them in a letter to the Duke, I have no very great misgivings as 
to the result. 

* And now >vith a burning heart, I repeat the request, the soul d 
all this letter. Could you look into the interior of my soul, could yoa 
see what feelings agitate it, could I paint to you in proper colours how 
my spirit strains against the grievances of my condition, you would 
not, I know you would not, delay one hour the aid which an appli- 
cation from you to the Duke might procure me. 

' Again I throw myself into your arms, and wish nothing more than 
soon, very soon, to have it in my power to show by personal exertions 
in your service, the reverence with which I could devote to you my- 
self and all that I am. * 

The * hints' above alluded to, are given in a separate enclosure, the 
main part of which is this: 

* I earnestly desire that you could secure my union with the Mann- 

* heim Theatre for a specified period (which at your request might be 

* lengthened), at the end of which I might again belong to the Duke. 

* It will thus have the air rather of an excursion than a final abdication 

* of my country, and will not strike them so ungraciously. In this 

* case, however, it would be useful to suggest that means of practising 

* and studying medicine might be afforded me at Mannheim. This will 

* be peculiarly necessaiy, lest they sham, and higgle about letting me 

* away.' 



* Stultgard, isth July 1782. 

' My long silence must have almost drawn upon me the reproach of 
* folly from your Excellency, especially as I have not only delayed ans- 
' wering your last kind letter, but also retained the two books by me. 
' All this was occasioned by a harassing affair which I have had to do 
' with here. Your Excellency will doubtless be surprised when you 
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' learn Ihal, for my lisl journey to you, I have been cpnfinoi a forl- 
' night under arrest. Everylhing wns punctually communicated to the 
■ Duke. On this matter I have had an interview wilh him. 

■ If your Excellency think my prospects of coming to you anywise 
' attainable, my only prayer is to acc^crale the fulfilment c/them. The 
' reason why I now wish this with double eartiestness, is one which 1 
' dare tnAst no whisper of to paper. This alone I can declare for cer- 
' tain, that within a month or two. if 1 have not the happiness of being 
' \vith you, ihere will remain no further hope of my ever btnng there. 
' Ere that time, I shall be forced to take B sUp. which mil render it 
' impossible for mc to stay at Mannheim. ■ • ■ * 



The next two extracts are rrora letters to another correspondent. 
Doering quotes them without name or dale; their purport suffidenlly 
pomls out their place. 

'I must haste to gel away from this: in the end they tnight find me 
' an apartment in the Hohenasperg, as they have found the honest and 
' ill-fated Schubirt. They talk nf b«ter cahure that I need. It is 
' possible enough, they might cultivate me differently in Iluhenaspcrg: 
' but I had rather try to make shift with what culture I have got, or 
> may still get, by my unassisted efforts. This at least I owe to no one 
' but my own free choice, and volition that disdains ci 



' In r^ard to those affairs, concemii^ which they wish to put my 
' spirit under wardship, I have long reckoned my minority to be con- 
' eluded. The best of it is, that one can ^t away such clumsy man- 
' acles: me at least they shall not fetter.* 

[No date,] 

' Your Excellency will have learned from my friends at Mannheim, 

' what the history of ray affairs was up ID your arriva!, which unhappily 

' I could not wait for. When I tell you Ihal I ant flying my coHHiry, 

' I have painted my whole fortune. But the worst is yet behind. I 

■ have not the necessary mratis of setting my mishap at defiance. For 
' the sake of safety,- I iiad lo withdraw from Stuttgard with the utmost 

■ speed, at the lime of the Prince's arrival. Thus vi-ere my economical 
' arrangementaauddenlysnapped asunder: Icould not even pttymydebls. 
' My hopes had been set on a removal to Manidieim; there I trusted, 
' by your Excellency's assistance, that my new play might not only have 
' cleared me of debt, but have permanently put me into belter circum- 
' stances. All this was frustrated by the necessity for hastening my re- 
' moval. I went empty away; empty m purse and hope. I blush at 
' being forced to make such disclosures to you; though I know they do 
' not di^race me. Sad enough for me to see realised in. m^aRttiSst 
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* far mt At pnce lSs*t mH tkca bnnar ihe. I Bced k am, pciki^ 
« ifan 1 AaB ewi do ■yai thiuiyhLiiil f life. I bd ai 
■i of ddN B SiBUgial, aUek I cobM not p^ ~ 
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' lenc;'* itKibtitai to Btc, nd to snc T°" (n>H the talk oTwiiliBEto 
B pcnm al alL With peculiar ftspect, I call Bisdlj ' Jlc 




II a pAoJBf to recoid that the hmable aid so eaiBstly and oao- 
itadf loGdtal bf 5chiUcT, waj aSbnled him; ■nd that be ncrei Gwsot 
■o loVe the mao who had affoided it; Bbo had asUted tim. vben as- 
>f Bich easeniial value. Id Ifae finl (ervcnu of his gno- 
Mde, lor lbi> and otbci bvoun, the pod tramdf dedwed Ihikt ' lie 
««r«d all, aS to Dalheig;' and in a state of wdMr where PatMoaagt, 
as Him Edgewoith has obaerved, ditccdf the antiptide* of Uenj, is in 
general * twice cnnDd,' cnrang him that giTCS and tarn ibal takes, it 
tKfs Dot a little for the chaiacter both of Ilie obliged and the ofaliger in 
nl initaiice, that ndthei of them ever ceased to temedhec tbev 
B with pleasore. Sddiler'j fint play liad been iDtTOAned to 
the Stage bf Dalbei}r, aod bis last was dedicated to '■■■" ' The ratet- 

ckaitT upwsn I am ntnle hen ; I bive amfnunird the PreiheiT TJ^uz 

Djbcij, Unrur of Ibe Maimlwiai Ttiesln, nilh Anidnkc ud 
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LETTERS OF SCHILLER. 



able critic, in Ms eighty -third year, must have received with a calm joy 
the tragedy of Tili, accompanied by an address so full of kindness and 
Tespect: it must have ^tilled him to thmk that the yoath who was 
once his, and had now become the world's, eouid, after long experience, 
still My of him, 

Andbulnslv i "' — -- 



Ic feellag 



slh/t,. 



Except this early correspondence, very few of SchiUoT's letters have 
been given to the world.' In Docring's Appeodix, we have found one 
written six years after the poet's volunta^ exile, and agreeably con- 
trasted in its purport with the agitation and despondency of that un- 
happy period. We translate it for the sake of those who, along with 
us, regret that while the world is deluged with in»pid correspondences, 
and 'pictures of mind' that were not worth drawing, the correspond- 
ence of a. man who never wrote unwisely should lie mouldering in 
private repositories, ere long to be irretrievably destroyed ; that llie 
'picture of a mind' who was among the conscript fathers of the human 
race should still be left so vague and dim. This letter is addressed to 
Schwann, during Schiller's first residence in Weimar: it has already 
(>een referred to in the Test. 



' Von apologise for your long silence to spare iiu the piun of an 
' apology. I feel this kindness, and Ihank you for it. You do not im- 
' pute my silence to decay of fiiendship j a proof that you have read ray 
' heart more justly than my evil conscience allowed me to hope. Con- 
' linue to believe that the memory of you lives inefficeably in my mind, 
' and needs not lo be brightened up by the routine of visits, or letters 
' of assurance. So no more of this. 

' The peace and calmness of existence which breathes throughout 
' your letter, gives me joy; 1 who am yet drifting to and fro between 
' wind and waves, am forced lo envy you that uniformity, that health 
' of soal and body. To me also in lime it will be granted, as a recom. 
' pense for labours I have yet to undergo. 

' I have now been in Weimar nearly three quarters of a year : after 
' bnishing my Carlos, I at last accomplished this long-projected journey. 



Goetho, Sehaier, 



Jr ofilintE, &t 

't> duervinf men of l€ltflt« wen amoiiB tho auuber : Zachuiafi 
r, had a pcnuon from bim, — and Atill more to the purpotB, Jean 
iS'7. TbcTE waiz third Btnlher a]» memoRtbte (ot tiia encour- 
LDd Ans. "/if*HHi7aJi»7ifa, ItthennsQiilbergherErdic 
nainoccaiicn. iSxCtm, LttiaH,\i.K\^ 
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T^i sjcii^ ^uncsvL*'' I ^muT ST ^nc t3sc I mi ciiii iiIib^Ii coatcntcd 
v'xix :3e Tiiacs : saL s j rscsciBs- jtc ace "^^T't zz set. 

" T^ i' w- wr -.■.'>T>i-^' ' ■n^tTrrrriry joi jgi. "i ■■. X txst toferxble dis- 

=csc33L 3t riks Tercu*. JEZtt ^r . BHt j'lir ia iccal iz zavuuia ^ a, sdect 

drdje if incsr^EsCs^ r^r-ons rBi -'^irrlc^mr ^r*tr^ ibe respect pud to 

I^^siirf : Mi'i Z2 :axs 3e nwi ■»-^ ^i*^i'^8*> lo me (^ssdi a 

WicLxaii I dt rr-Err 'nr'tn-t-M^ azi£ to tf=i I izkisi attribote 

Ji.fjTtfivy m sj rcesioc barccses? : 23r I ^e him, and have 

t: tfcis-r* -^j- be '^'^** sae at icrrrs. Mr iateioo m&c with 

Herier if Bcrt 3n±2d. ibmgi I ctvUiii> *^^ t^hlr as a writer and 

Ii S^ ±e cxrcice c« ^dknce akaie wtoch cisscs this ; for we 

qg ac- rrTTTrr%-y xajer tuuy? eaccg^ omkss. Besides, I hare 

* 3X al-wxTs ir:i-e ir xzz acrcrSc^ to arr ^kiags. Whh Bode no one 
' ca= be Terr frLen£>r, I ksrw k?c whie±«r rtjc think here as I da 

* Goesbe ^ sdZ bd zrr^xzrScfr: oc I:a2r. TSe I>3ches$ Dowager is a lady 

* of sesse ami uuesc =^ wbcse sccxtr one c>es not feel oHistrained. 
' I thank inoc 3cr To«r Lj!la g &. cf the fere of Csri^'s on yonr stage. 

To speak aadiflr. a^ir hopes of rss saccess on anv stage were not 
t^ ; a2^d I k:>rw =:t rexiccss^ It s tcr £iir that the Goddess of the 
Ttearre ave^e berseif oc =.«. for the iiEiIe ^aDantiT with whidi I was 
inspired in wriung In the nxan tinie. tboc^h Caritv prove a never 
so decided ^ihire oc the s£3gc^ I e»^» g e f-yr it, oar poblic shall see it 
ten times acted, before they undcistatik! asi folh- estimate the merit 
that should cofmterfaalance its defects. When one has seen the beauty 
of a work, and not. xSl then, I think oce is entitled to pronoonce on 
its deformity. I hear, howercr, that the second representation sac- 
ceeded better than the first. This arises either from the chai^;es 
made upon the piece by Dalbeig, or from the hxA, that on a second 
view, the public comprdiended certain thii^s, whidi on a first, they 
—did not comprdiend. 

' For the rest, no one can be more satisfied than I am that Carlos^ 
from causes honourable as wdl as causes dishonourable to it, is no 
speculation for the stage. Its very length were enough to banish it. 
Nor was it out of confidence or self-love that I forced the piece on 
such a trial ; perhaps out of self-interest rather. If in the afiair my 
vanity played any part, it was in this, that I thought the work had 
solid stuff in it sufficient to outweigh its sorry fortune on the boards. 

* The present of your portrait gives me true pleasure. I think it a 
fftriking likeness ; that of Schubert a little less so, though this opinion 
may proceed from my faulty memory as much as frt>m the faultiness of 
Ix>bauer'8 drawing. The engraver merits all attention and encourage- 
ment ; what I can do for the extension of his good repute shall not 
be wanting. 

' To your dear children present my warmest love. At Wieland's I 
hear much and often o{ your eldest daughter ; there in a few days she 
han ivon no little estimation and affection. Do I still hold any place 
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' in her remembrance? Indeed, I ouglil to blii^h, tliat by mj long 
' silence I so ill deserve il. 

' That you are going to m^ dear native countt}-, and will net pass 
' my Father without seeing him, was most welcome news to me. The 
' Swabians are 3 good people ; this I more and more discover, the more 
' I grow acquainted with the other provinces of Germany. To my 
' family you will be cordially welcome. Will you take a pack ofcom- 
' phmenls from me to them? Salute my Father in ray name; to my 
' Mother and my Sisters jvur diaigbla- will take my litss.' 

'And with these hearty words,' as Doering says, 'we shall con- 
' elude this paper.' 

No. 3. Page 35. 
FRIENDSHIP WITH GOETHE. 
Tllli history of Schiller's first intercourse willi Goethe has been re. 
corded by the latter in a paper published a few years ago in the Marpho- 
liigk; a periodical work, wMch we believe hestill occasionally continues, 
or purposes to continne. The paper is entitled Happy Incident; and 
may be found in Part I. Volume i (pp. i>o-g6) of the work refeired to. 
The introductory portion of it we have inserted in the text at page 81; 
the remainder, relating to certain scientific matters, and anticipating 
some fads of our narrative, we judged it belter to reserve for the Ap- 
pendix. After mentioning the pablication of Don Carlos, and adding 
that ' each continued to go on his way apart, ' he proceeds : 

' His Essay on Graie and Digmly was yet less of a kind to recon- 
' die me. The Philosophy of Kant, which enalts the dignity of mind 
' so highly, while appearing to restrict it, Schiller had joyfully emtiraced: 
' it unfolded (he extraordinary qualities which Nature had implanted 
'in him; and in the lively feeling of freedom and self- direction, he 
' showed himself unthankful to the Great Mother, who surely had not 
' acted like a step-dame towards him. Instead of vlen'ing her as self- 
' subsisting, as producing with a living force, and according lo ap- 
' pointed laws, alike the highest and the lowest ol her works, he took 
' her up under the aspect of some empirical native qualities of the hu- 
' roan mind. Certain harsh passages I could even directly apply to 
' myself; they enhibiled my confession of faith in a false light; and I 
' felt that if written without particular attention to me, they were still 
' worse; for in that case, the vast chasm which lay between us gaped 
' but so much the more distinctly. . 

' There was no union lo be drearoed of. Even the mild persuasion 
'ofDalberg, who valued Schiller as he ought, was fruitless: indeed 
' the reasons 1 BRt forth, against any project of a union were difficult to 
' contradict. No one could deny that between two spiritual antipodes 
' there ivas more intervening than a simple diameter of ihe sphere: 
' uMipo4ea4f ;hM sort act asasort of poles, and so can never coilesce. 
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' But that some relation may exist between them will appear froaifij 

* follows. J 

' Schiller went to live at Jena, where I still coDtimied iiittcquiac| 
' with him. About this time Batsch had set in moticm a Sodafki 

* Natural History, aided by some handsome collections, and id oft ^ 
' sive apparatus. I used to attend their periodical meetings: oMCf 
' I fouml Schiller there; we happened to go out tc^ther; soim& 
' course arose between us. He api>eared to take an interesting 
' had been exhibited ; but observed, with g^reat acuteness and ffi 

* .>>cn.se, and much to my satisfaction, that such a disconnected vaytf 
' Ircatinij Nature was by no means grateful to the exoteric, whodesiitJ 
' to penetrate her mysteries. 

* I answcrc<l, that perhaps the initiated themselves were neverrig 

* at their case in it, and that there surely was another ^n-ay of repres* 

* ing Nature, not separated and disunited, but active and alive, andet 
' panding from the whole into the parts. On this j)oint he requfisal 
' explanations, but did not hide his doubts; he would not allovtkl 
' such a mode, as I was recommending, had been already pointed (C 

* by experiment. ' 

* We reachctl his house; the talk induced me to go in. I thene- 

* pounded to him with as much vivacity as possible, the Mftanwr^ 
' of Pl(fnts,^ drawing out on paper, with many characteristic strokes,! 

* s)rmbolic Plant for him, as 1 proceeded. He heard and saw all this 
' with much interest and distinct comprehension ; but when I had doot 

* he shook his head and said : ** This is no experiment this is an idea.' 

* I stopped with some degree of irritation ; for the point which sepa- 

* rated us was most luminously marked by this expression. The opinion 
' in Dignity ami Grace again occurred to me ; the old grudge ^'as just 
' awakening; but I smothered it, and merely said : *< I was happy to 

* find that I had got ideas without knowing it, nay that I saw than 
' before my eyes. " 

* Schiller had much more prudence and dexterity of management 

* than I : he was also thinking of his periodical the Horen about this 

* time, and of course rather wished to attract than repel me. Accoid- 

* ingly he answered me like an accomplished Kantite ; and as my stiff- 

* necked Realism gave occasion to many contradictions, much battling 

* took place between us, and at last a truce, in which neither party 

* would consent to yield the victory, but each held himself invincible. 

* Positions like the following grieved me to the very soul : Hmv can 

* there ever be an experiment that shall correspond ivith an idea ? Tfu 

* specific quality of an idea is^ tJuU no experiment can reach it or a^tc 

* imth it. Yet if he held as an idea the same thing which I looked upon 

* as an experiment, there must certainly, I thought, be some community 

* between us, some ground whereon both of us might meet ! The first 

* A curious physiologico-botanical theory by Goethe, which appears to be entirely 
unknown in this country ; though several eminent continental botanists have noticed ft 
^vith commendation. It is explained at considerable length in this same Mor-pkologie. 
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V taken ; Schiller's attractive power was great, he hdd 
I all Eimly to bim ihit Came wilhui bis reach : I expressed an inlercEt 
' s purposes, and promised to give out in the Horen many notions 
\ that were Ipng in my head ; his wife, whom t had loved and v^ued 
e her childhood, did her part tn Etrenglhen our reciprocal iouilli- 
R ^nce ; all frienils on both sides rejoiced in it ; and thus by means of 
P that miglitf and interminable controversy between ohjKt and iitiJKt, 
e two concluded an alliance, which remained unhrokea, and pro- 
jf duced much benefit to ourselves and others.' 

The friendship of SchiUerand Goethe forms so delightiiil a chapter 
n their history, that we long for more and more details respecting it. 
Bincerily, true cstiroation of each other's merit, true sympathy in each 
pther's diaracter and purposes ^peai to have formed the basis of it, 
'" ■ aaintained it uaimpaireii to the end. Goethe, we are told, was 
:e and sedulous in his attention Co Schiller, whom he venerated as 
i good man and sympathised with as an afflicted one: when in mixed 
companies together, he constantly endeavoured to draw out the stares 
of his modest and retiring friend; or to guard his sick and sensitive 
mind from annoyances that might have irritated him ; now softening, 
now exciting canveisation, guiding it with the address of a gifted and 
polished man, or lashing out of it with the scorpion-whip of his satire 
much that would have veiled the more sofl and simple spirit of the 
Valetudinarian. These are things which it is good to think of; it is 
good to know that there ar? literary men, who have other principles be- 
sides vanity ; who can divide the approbation of their fellow mortals, 
■without (luarrelling over the lots; who in their solicitude about their 
' fame' do not forget the common charities of nature, in exchange tor 
whi ch the 'fame' of most authors were but a poor bargnin. 
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a specimen of Schiller's historical style, we have extracted a few 
scenes from his masterly descrip lion of the Battle ofLiitien. The whole 
forms a pictnre, enecuted in the spirit of Salvalor ; and though this is 
but a fragment, the importance of the figure represented in it will per- 
haps counterbalance that deficiency. 

'At last the dreaded morning dawned; but a thick fog, which lay 
' brooding over all the field, delayed the attack till noon. Kneeling 
' in front of his lines, the King offered up his devotions ; the whole 
' army at 'the same moment, dropping on their right knees, uplifted a 
' moving hymn, and the field-music accompanied their singing. The 
' King then mounted his horse; dressed in a jerkin of buff, with a sur- 
^'lBilUfot^l*f 1tWlWl.W»j(q< > Jilifl i .ftwn wearing armour), he rode 



'to r 

■em. 
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fcUlrough Uic lankii, tuuaing the coungc of bu troops lo t 
OTifidenn:, which his own forecsuiint; bosom coatrwlictcd. i 
W wu the btmle-K'oH of ihe Swedes ; ihal of the taqmi) 
^u Maria. About deven o'clock, Ihe fog hcg^a lo U 
Vallenilein't lino became visible. At the unie time, lou, i 

9 »f l.uuen, which the Duke had onlertil lo be selJ 
nighl nol be outflankal on IhU liilr. At length ibc 
hpoleiii the hone duhed forward on the ciiein7: the xahi 
iced qigainsl his lren<:hes. 

Meanwhile the right wing, led on \ty the King in person, hn 

Ihe left wing of the FrinllaiHlcrs. The finl slrong oruet^ 

■he* vy Finland CuitoBsiersscalleteil Ihe lighi-mounted Poles nndQ 

'ilriio were ilationed here, and their tumultuous flight spreui fe 

'diuinler over the rest of the cavalry. At this moment noli 

~ c King that hii infontry were losing ground, and likely lo b 

ick from the trenches they had sioimcd ; and also that hU 

pmed to a tremendous fire from the Windmills behind Liiuen, cdu!' 1 

no longer keep their place. With quick detdsion, be commiuei v \ 

Vun flom the task of pursuing the already bealen left wing ofllic \ 

enemy; and himself haitened, at the head of Steinbock's re ' 

to restore the confusion of his own. His gallant horse bort h 

the trenches with the speed ofli^tning; but (he squadrons Ihi 

~~er him could not pass so rapidly; and none but a few honemcii 

long whom Pianz Albert, Duke of Sachsen-Lauenbui^, is mentioned, 

:re atert enough to keep beside him. He galloped right to the pbcf 

where his infantry was most oppressed ; and while looking round to 

^y out some weak point, on which his attack might be diredei^ bis 

^rt-sightedness led him loo near the enemy's lines. An Imperiil 

sei^eant Igtfrcitrr), observing Ihal eieiy one respectfully made room 

for the advandng horseman, ordered a musketeer to fire on him- 

" Aim at Aim there," cried he; " that must be a man of consequence." 

The soldier drew his tri^er; and the King's left arm was shattered 

by the bail. At this instant, his cavalry came galloping up, and l 

confiised cry of " TAi King bliedsl The King is shot I" spreail horrot 

d dismay through their ranks. "It is nothing: follow me !" eic- 

limed the King, collecting all his strength ; but overcome with pain, 

the point of fainting, he desired the Duke of Lauenburg, in 

to take him without notice from the tumuli. The Duke then 

turned with him lo the right wing, making a wide circuit to conceal 

' this accident from ihe desponding infantry; but as they rode alcm^ 

' the King received a second bullet through the back, which took from 

' him the lost remainder of his strengih. " 1 have got enough, .brother," 

' said he with :i dying voice: "haste, save thyself." With these words 

' he sank from his horse; and here, slrock by several other bullet^ fiit 

' from hia attendants, he breathed out his life benealh the plundering 

' hands of a troop of Croats. His horse flying on without its riiler, m^ \ m 
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I ' bathed in blood, soon announced lo the Swedish cavalry the fall 
t ' of their King; with wild yidls they rush lo the spot, to snatch that 
t ' sacred spoil from the enemy. A deadly fight ensues around the corpse, 
' and the mangled retnain:< are buried under a. hitl of slain men. 

'The dreadful tidings hasten in a few minutes over all the Swedish 
' army : but instead of deadening the courage of these hardy troops, 
' they rouse it (o a fierce consuming 6re. Life falls in value, since the 
' holiest of all lives is gone; and death has now no terror for the lowly, 
' since it has not spared the anointed head. With the grim fiiry of 
' lioTTS, the Upland, Smiitand, Finnish, East and West Gothland regi- 
' ments dash a second time upon the left wing of the enemy, which, 
' already making but a feeble opposition to Von Ilom, is now utterly 

• driven from the field, 

'But how dear a victory, how sad a triumph! Now first when the 
' rage ofliatlle has grown cold, do they fee! the whole greatness of their 
' los^, and the shout of the conqueror dies in a mute and gloomy de- 
' spair. He who led them on to battle has not returned with them. 
' Apart he lies, in his victorious field, confounded with the common 
' heaps of humble dead. After long fruitless searching, they found the 
' royal corpse, not far from the great stone, which had already stood for 
' centuries between Liilzen and the Mersebui^ Canal, but which, ever 
' since this memorable incident, has borne the nnme of ScAwei/tns/a'a, 
' the Stone of the Swede. Defaced with wound; and blood, so as 
' scarcely lo be recognised, trodden under the hoofs of horses, stripped 
' of his ornaments, even of his clothes, he is drawn from beneath a heap 
' of dead bodies, brought lo Weissenfcls, and there delivered to the 
' lamentations of his troops and the last embraces of his Queen. Ven- 
' geance had Brst required its tribute, and Wood must flow as an offer- 
' ing to the Monarch; now Love assumes its rights, and mild tears are 

* shed for the Man. Individual grief is lost in Ihe universal sorrow. 
' Astounded by this overwhelming stroke, Ihe generals in blank de- 
' spondency stand round his bier, and none yet ventures to conceive 
' the full extent of his loss. ' 

The descriptive powers of tj-e Historian, though the most popular, 
are among the lowest of his endowments. That Schiller was not want- 
ing in the nobler requisites of his art, might be proved from his reflec- 
tions on this very incident, 'striking like a hand (rom the clouds intc 
' the calculated horologe of men's affairs, and directing the considerate 
' mind lo B higher plan of things.' But the limits of our Work are 
already reached. Of Schiller's histories and dramas we can give no 
farther specimens ; of his lyrical, didactic, moral poems we must take 
our leave without giving any. Perhaps the time may come, when all his 
writings, transplanted to our o\ra soil, may be offered io tfaeir entr 
rlimensions lo the thinkers of these Islands; a conquest by which o 
Mteertnt^ rich M it is. might be enriched still farther. 




SUMMARY. 



PART I. 

SCHILLER'S YOUTH. 
(1759— 178^.) 



Introrliictor)' remarks: SchilU'r's high destiny. His Father's career: Pi- 




rolx'llion. Hiirsf; his fetters. (9.) — The KoMers.' An emblem otitsyoong 
authors l)affl»Ml. m.nlly struggling spirit: Criticism of the Characten in the 
riay. and uf the styhr o{ the work. Flxtraordinaiy ferment produced by its 
publication : ICxaggerated pniiscs and condemnations : Schiller's own opi- 
nion of its moral tcmleiicy. (12.) — Discouragement and persecution fiom 
the Duke of \\'UrttMnl>erg. Dalhorg's generous sympathy and assiffta"**- 
Schiller escap(^s from Sttittgard, empty in purse and hope : Dalbeig supplies 
his immediate wants: Ho finds hospitable friends, (ax.) — Elamest literaiy 
efforts. Publishes two tnigedies, Fiesco and KabaU ttad LUbe. His men- 
tal growth. Critical account of the Conspiracy of Fiesco : Fiesco's gemal 
ambition : Tlie Cliaracters of the Play nearer to actual humanity. How all 
things in the Drama of Life hang inseparably together. (a6.) — Kcibalt uni 
Liebe, a domestic tragedy of high merit : Noble and interesting characters 
of hero and heroine. (32.)— The stormy confusions of SchiUer*s youth now 
subsiding. Appointed poet to the Mannheim Theatre. Nothing to fear 
from the Duke of Wiirtemberg. The Public, his only fhend and sovereign. 
A Man of Letters for the rest of his days. (35.) 



PART II. 

FROM HIS SETTLEMENT AT MANNHEIM TO HIS SETTLE- 
MENT AT JENA. (1783-1790.) 

Reflections : Diff*erence between knowing and doing : Temptations and 
perils of a literary life: True Heroism. Schiller's earnest and stead^t 

devotion to his Ideal Good: M isery of idleness and indecision, (p. 37.) 

German esteem for the Theatre. Theatrical, and deeper than theatrical 
activities: TheRheinische Thalia ond Philosopkische BrUfe, The two Eter- 
nities : The bog of Infidelity surveyed but not crossed. (41.)— Insufficiency 
of Mannheim. A pleasant tribute of regard. Letter to Huber : Domestic 
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tastes. Rf moves lo Leipiig. Leilei (□ his friend Schwacn ; A martiage 
propcaal. Fluctuatiooa of lite. (46.)— Goes to Dn^ea. Dai Carlos: £vi- 
dmces of a miLtured roiad: Ajialysts of the Characters : Scene of the K.inK 
and PosK. Alfieri and Schiller TOnttasted. (53,)— Popularity: Crowned wiiE 
laurels, but without a home. Fonalies the Dra.iiia. Lyrical productions : 
FrtigeisUrti dir Leidinscha/I. The Gt<iMf«4(f, a Novel. Tires of fiction. 
Studies and tries History. (71.)— Habits at Dresden. Visits Weimai and 
Bauerbacb. The Frauldn Lengefeld : Thoughis on Marrii^e. (76.) — First 
inlervlEw with Goetie: Diveuily ia their gifts; Tbeir mislEdcen impression 
of ench other. Beoome better acquainted: Lasting friendship. (79.)— His- 
tory of Ihe ffnvll of Ike NHhtrlaads. The tniBatlonn of History- writing. 
Appointed Professor at Jena. Friendly intBrcourse with Goetbc. MBniage. 
(84t 



FROM HIS SETTLEMENT AT |ENA TO HIS DEATH. 
(■790—1805.) 
Aeademicsl duties. Study of History; Cosmopolitan philosophy, and 
national instincts. History of the Thirty-Vmrs War. (p. 8;,)— Sickness, 
and help in ft. Heavy trial for a llteni:y man, Schiller's unabated leal. 
{ga.)— Enthusrasm and conflicts excited l^ Kant's Hiilosophy. Schiller's 
growbg interest in ihs subject ; Letters on j^ithttic Culluri, &c. Claims 
of KaniSi system lo a respectful treatment, (95, | — Fastidiousness and rr6ne- 
ment of taste Literary projects : Epic poems : Returns to the Drama. Out- 
break of Ihe French Revolution, (100, ) — Eiita the Hortn: Conneidon with 
Goethe. A pleasant visit to his parents. Mode of life at Jena : Night- 
stndies, and bodily stimulants. (106.)— WaHeajftM .■ Briersketeh oflla 
character and compass : Spedmen scenes. Max Piccolomini and his Father ; 
Max and the Princess Thekla : Thekla's freniied grief: No nobler or more 
earnest dramatic work, (ria.)— Removes lo Weimar : Generosi^ of IhC 
Duke, Tragedy of A/arw S/iin*-/. (133 )— The Moirf ^0/w»j.- Chamc- 
ter of Jeanne d'Aro: Scenes, Joanna and her Suitors ; Death of Talbot ; 
Joarmaand Lionel Enthusiasdc reception of the play, (rjs.)— Doihand 
nighdy habits at Weimar. The Bride tf Messina. WMeim Tell; Trodi- 
fulnessof the Chnraclers and Scenery: Scene, the Death of G*s1m. (igo.) 
— Schiller's dangerous illness, Questioninga of Futurity. The last sickness : 
Many things grow clearer : Dea.lh. (164.} — General sorrow for his loss. His 
personal aspect ; Modesty and simplicity of manner : Mental gifts. (iS6,| — 
DeGiutions of genius, t'oetic sensibiMtles and wntcbedness : In such m!" 
aeries Schiller had 00 share. A Eneetample of the Germancharsoter; No 
cant ; no cowardly compromising with his own conscience: Childlike sim- 
pliciiy. Literary Heroism, (170,) 

SUPPLEMENT. 

Small Book by Herr S.iupe, entitled SiAUler and kis Fat/Hi's H-mft- 
lu'td. Really interesting and instructive. Translation, with slight ci 
lions and additions, (p. iBi,) 

SCHILLER'S FATHER. 
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bach, and 



SUMMARY. 

a Buvariaa regiincaC 



The FVxl Schiller Ibe only Bdv. (p. 183)— Voti 

._. breal[lat!-out of ihe Seven-Yeare War nrtuiiis 

Anny. At the Ball of Fulda: al Ibe Battle of Leuthen. ChtafiOly 
lakes anything usefiiL Earnestly diligent and studious. Greatly ' 



in general cuituie, and even savei money. (183.) — Boards 
wllb her Father. His firsl Dauehler and his only r 
close of Ibe War he caniei his Wife and Children 




jinlman : limi^, strong-, eiperl ; if also somewhat quick and rough. (lL„ 
SoUdlUde for (lis Son's education. .Appointed Recruiting Officer, wilbg<^ 
mialon to live with his Family at Lorcn. The children soon feel tbenodm 
at home and lui|ni(. Little Friti receives his first regular school instnciioa, 
much to the comfort of his Father. Holiday mmbles among the ncigbbm- 
ing hills : Brotherly and Sisterly aflection. Touches of boyish reariemooi: 
Wheie does Ibe lightning come from? (1S6,)— The Family run overtoil 
Hdgsbiug. Frlti to pr^ate for the clerical profession. At the L.alin SeboA 
cannot satisfy his Father's anxious wishs. One of bis first poems. liBat- 
Thc Duke of WOnemberg notices hts Father's worth, and appoints m 
Oveneet of all his Forest openitions : With residence at his beautiful FoMt- 
Castle. Die SoUtQde. Fnti remains at the Lndwigsburg Latin Sdwrfl 
Continual exhortations and corrections from Father and Teacher. VohA- 
ful heresy. Fii5( acquaintance with a Theatre, (1^1.)— The Diilce prwon 
to take Frit! into bis Military Training-Scbool. Consternation of tneSEldr 
ler Family. Ineftectual expostulations: Go he musL Studies MedJ^K 
Alfo£cther withdrawn from his Father's care. Rigorous seclusion and cc^ 
straiot. The Duke means well (0 him. {193.)— Leaves Ihe School, and I 

r.__= .^ !-_.. ^ Jjj3^..L... ,_,. ... 

jipearanci 

linglcd feelings of anxiety and adm __ 

emptoiy command from the Duke to write no more poetry, on pain of 
M ill ta^ Imprisonment. Prepnresforflight withhisfriendSirejcher. Paniiig' 
visit to his Family at SolilUde : His poor Mother's bitter grief. Elscapes ta 
Mannhdro, Consternation of his Father. Happily (he Duke lakes do 
hostile step. (197.) — Disappointments and straits at Mannheim. Help 
from his good friend Strelcher. He sells Fiisco, and prepares lo leave Mann- 
heim, ■fbrourfi the kindness of Frau von Woliogen he finds refuge in 
Baiun-boch. Anectionale Letter tohis Parents. His Father'sstemsoliutude 
for his welfare, (aoi.) — Eight months in Bauerbach. under the name of 
Doctor Rilter. tJnretumed attachment to Charlotte Woijogen. Returns to 
Mannheim. Farms a settled engagement with Dalberg, to whom his Father 
writes his thanks and anxieties. Thtown on a sick-bed; His Father's ad- 
monitions. He vainly urges his Son to petition the Duke for permission to 
return lo Wlirtemberg ; the poor Father earnestly H-ishes to have him near 
him again, increasing financial difficulties. More earnest fatherly admo- 
nition and advice. Enthusiastic reception of KabaU and Leibe. Don Car- 
/i>.[ well in hand. A friend in trouble through mutual debts. Apphestohls 
Father for unreasonable help Annoyance at the Inevitable renisal. His 
Father's loving and faithful expostulation, His Sister's prop(»ed marriage 
with Reinwald. (204.)— Beginning of his friendly intimacy with theexcellent 
Kamcr. The Duke of Wmmar bestows on him the title of Ratli. No 
fiirlher risk for him from WUrtemberg. At Leiptig. Dresden, Weimar. 
Settles at last as Professor in Jena. Marriage, and comfortable home ; His 

Father well satisfied, and joyful of heart. Affectionate Letter to *■' ' 

Bother. {ai3.]-^Seiied with a dangerous affection of the chesi. 
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Jojful visit io his Family, atKt an absence of 
^ «..■;... years. Wrilesa. condliaiory Letter lothe Duke. Biilh of a Son. The 
Duke's tonsideraleness for Schiller's Father. The Dulse's death. (314.)— 
Schiller's delight in his Sisters, Luise and Nanette, Letter to his Father. 
Visits Stultgaid. Returns with Wifeand Child to Jena. Assists his Father in 
publishing the results ofhis long experiences of Katdens and trees. Beautiful 
and venerable old age. (ai?.) — Thick-coming troubles for the Schiller 
Faioity. Death of the beautiful Nanette in the flowprofher years: Danger- 
ous illness of Luise: The Father bedrid \prilh gout. The poor weakly Mo- 
ther beniB the whole burden of the household distress. Sister Chrislophiiie, 
now Reitiwald's Wife, hastens to their help. Schiller's anxious sympathy. 
His Father's death. Grateful letleis to Reiuwald and to bis poor Molhei. 

HIS MOTHER. 
BlisabelhaDorotheaKodweis.bomatMorbach, 1733. An unpretending, 
soft and dutiful Wife, with the tenderest Mother-heart. A talent for music 
and even for poetry. Veises to her Husband. Troubles during the Seven- 
YearsWar, Birth of little Fritz. The Father returns from the War. Mu- 
tual helpfulness, and atTeclioaale care for their children. She eumeslly 
desires her Son may become a Preacher. His confirmation. Her disappoint- 
ment that it was not to be. (p, 234.}— Her joy and care for him whenever he 
visited his Home. Her innocent delight at seeing ber Son's name honoured 
and wondered at. Heranguisb and illness at their long parting. Brighter 
days for them all. She visits her Son at Jena. He returns the visit, with 
Wife and Child. Her strength in adversity. Comfort In her excellent Daugh- 
ter Chriitophine. Her Husband's death. Loving and helpful sympathy 
from her Son. {aag.)— Receives a pension from the Duke. Removes wllfi 
Luise to Leonberg. Marriage of Luise. Happy in her children's love, anil 
in Ibeir success in life. Her last illness and death. 1.etters from Schiller to 
bb Sister Luise and her luiid husband. (Z3S.) 

HIS SISTERS. 
"mi Ihcir Brother's flight the young girls bad known 00 misfortune. Dili- 
gent household occupations, and pcaedul contentment. A love-pnssage in 
Cbristophine's young Ufe. Her marriage with Reinwald. His unsuccessful 
career: Broken down in health and hope. Cbristophine's loving, patient 
and noble heart. For twenty-nine years they lived contentedly together. 
Through life she was helpful to all about her ; never hindeisome to any. 
(p. 3411— Poor Nanette's brief history. Her eicilement, when a i-hild. on 
witnessing the performance of her Brother's /faiale and Cieit. Her ardent 
secret wish, heraelf to represent bis Tragedies on the Stage. All her yoiin^ 
glowing hopes stilled in death. (147,)— Luise's betrothal and mirrioge. 
anxious Mother, and in all respects an excellent Wife. Her Brother's 
loving Letter to her. His last illness, and peaceful death. (248.) 



No. I. DANIEL SCHUBART, 

Influence of Schubart's persecutions on Schiller's mind. His Krth and 
Boyhood. Sent to Jena to study Theology : Profligale life : Returns home. 
Popular as a preacher: Skilful fti music, A joyful, piping, gull-' — —— *'■ 



I 




386 SUMMARY. 

(P* a«.)— Prefers pedagogy to starvatiom Marries. Ors^anist to thcDnkE 
of Wartemberg. Headlong business, anwsement and dissipation. Hispos 1 
Wifo returns to her Father: Ruin and Banfahment. A vagabond life. (^.) I 
—Settles at Aogsburg, and sets upa Newniaper : Again a prospeioiB ma: 1 
Enmity of the fesuits, Sedcs refuge in Uim: His '^K^fe and Famil? Rtm 1 
to him. The fesuits on the watch. Imprisoned for ten yean : Isierm 
with young Schiller, (aso.)— Is at length liberated : Joins his Wife at Stat- 
gard, and re&tablishes his Newspi^)er. Litcnurjr enterprises : Death. Ssi- 
mary of his character. (26s.) 

No. 2. LETTERS OF SCHILLER TO DALBERG. 

Brief account of Dalberg. Schiller's desire to remove to Manaheta. 
Adaptation of the Robbers to the stage, (p. 264.) — Struggles to get free fem 
Stutt^[ard and his Ducal Jailor : Dalbcrg's friendly h3p. FViend^ letter to 
his friend Schwann. (371.') 

No. 3. FRIENDSHIP WITH GOETHE. 

Goethe's feeling of the difference in their thoughts and oiwtf ; Great Na- 
ture not a phantasm of her children*s brains. Growing sympathy and oteea. 
mibroken to the end. (p. 277.) 

No. 4. DEATH OF GUSTAVUS ADOLPHUS. 
Schiller's historical style. A higher than descriptive power, (pw 279.) 



AUkd and Schiller coulnEtfd, 7a 
BizickUHgni a, MltrTH, Sec cited, 181. 
Carles, Dim, Schillei'^ pubK^ed, 54 : en- 
dial accDunt o^ jj ; xcne of the King 

apprDbailoD, 71 ; Schiller's own CfpiaiDn 

of Its n-orth, >76. 
Clirisliiin's, Prince, grandftthct IjefrieBds 

Schiller, 174. 
(Zodfibmch, Doctor, jij, 
Dilherg, Buim von, Schiller's conaexion 
Diilbc% ^Dlfiaog, Herlhert voB, hrief 
eiisbetb. Queen, ij;. 

^fKi, VmSmSnagdii, Schffler's tra- 
gedy of (he, aj. 
FraiiUi, U., SchiUei'sbrathei-iii-liw, 93B, 



Schiller^ 70, fij, T06, ^77 ; his compo- 
BiTc amid me Kantean ttirmoil, ^ ; hia 



JahTfohu^riell^, Schmei'B Lali 

Jeanne d'A^^McUr oE ijj. 
Kubalt undtiiit, Schiller's, a doniesl 

traaedy of hish meiiE, qa. 
Kant's I%ilDso^y, 9j ; Goeltlt'i opinic 

Kod'weu, GeoTK Friedrich, ScliiUer's mj 
temol nandbther, iB». 

•" '- '---dship for SchDler, aia, 11 

jttchen von, marriage wil 



Lensefeid'jL LstI 
.SchUler, IJ9. 



Mar^lKorl. SchilltCs Irsgedy of, .«, 
Meier. Mldun,B<Hendor5chi!ler■^ 19S. 
Munna, Bridt ij, Schiller's, iji. 
Miller, Olrin von, =43- 
Moser, C F., Schiller's first boj-trienJ. 

Paul, Ciar, vlau WOrtemberg, 199. 
I Philssffliucki Brifft, chancUr of Schil- 

^^^^jS!" Schiller's brother-in-law, »«, 



e, Schiller's play of, 11 



Saupe's' 

SduDeV, ChnstDphine, 






es Schdler'i mother, 33S. 



d, ai., 117, .,=- 
e 10 help in act , 



r, Elisabclha Dorothea, the Poet's 

W3 : care of his childhood, 187, 396-^ ; 

in the nidst of ddiness and ^eaih, n\, 
933 ; letter from her Son, sij ; her e&- 
celleDt daracfer, 194; verKsto her hus- 
band ; troubles during the Seven-Vears 
Wat, aaj ; aniiety tor her Son, (rap, 
a_30 : Tiats him at Jena, aji ; his affec- 

deiih, 337 ; she receives a ponfion fiiim 
the Duke, 938 : Ross's sketch aTIier per- 
sonal appearance, a^a \ her last lerter 
to her Son, ijg ; died in her &ix[y^ijiil] 

Sdullw, Frrodrich, bom in WOrtembere. 
3 -. eharacEer and orcuoistanccs of hL 
parents, 3, 4 -, borish caprices and upi- 
rations, 5 : lacenJed (brthe clerical pro- 
fession, G ; first poetry, 6, 7 ; (he Ehdre 
of Wttrtember^a School, g ; intolerable 
eonstrunt,a-ii ; publicBIion of the ff d*. 

91 ; is encimTaged by Dali^ere, 34 ; es- 
capes from Sluttgatd, 11 : finds reR 
at Banerhach, 16 ; Hltlet ih M 
jS : Us loBy soivf n^ 30 ; n 
Leipzig, 40 : proposal of mar 
goes to Dro5tle~ " " " " " " 
laurel^ hot with 
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INDEX. 



qfOrUnns, 149 ; his last sickness and 
death, 165 ; his personal aspect and 
mental gifts, 167. 

Schiller, Friedricn, Saupe's account of, 
i8z-a5T ; his birth, 184, 225 : early in- 
struction, 186-7, 326-7 ; childhoad at 
Lorch, 187-9 ' school at Ludwigsburg ; 
preparing to be a clergyman, 189, 338 ; 
one of his earliest poems, 100 : youthful 
heresy, 19a ; first sees a Theatre, 192 ; 
taken into the Duke's military School, 
>93-5 : appointed Regimental Doctor at 
Stuttgard, 195 ; his personal appearance, 
Z96 ; publication of the Roofers, igj ; 
an^er of the Duke, 197 ; forbidden to 
wnte poetry ; prepares for flight, 198 ; 
in great straits at Mannheim, 201-3: 
Fusco, aoi ; letter to his Parents 203 ; 
at Bauerbach, 3oa ; KabaU nndLieof ; 
returns to Mannheim, 205-9 : intermit- 
tent fever, 205-6, 214 ; refuses topetition 
the Duke, 206-7 '> increasing difficulties, 
307-210 ; angry at his Father^io ; Don 
Carlos; befriended by the Duke of 
Weimar, 212 ; at Leipng, Dresden, 
Weimar ; Professor in Jena, 212 ; mar- 
ries Lottchen von Lengefeld, 213, 232 ; 
letter to his Father, 213 ; shattered 
health ; eenerous help from Denmark, 
214 : joyful visit to his Family ; birth of 
his first Son, 215-18, 234 ; writes to the 
Duke of WOrtemberg, 215 ; letter to his 
Parents, 219 ; returns to Jena^ aao ; 
anxiety for troubles at home ; birth of 
his second Son, 221 ; letters to Reinwald 
and to his Mother on Us FaUier^s death, 
222-3 ! Affection for his good Mother, 
332-3 ; she visits him at Jena, 333 ; let- 
ters to his Sister Christophine, 235-6 ; to 
his Mother in her widowhood. 237 ; to 
his Sister Luise, and to her husbsuid, 
240 ; his last letter to Luise, s^ ; his 
constant brotherly love ; his last Ulness, 
and peaceful death, 250, 251. 

Schiller, J[ohann Casper, the Poet's Fa- 
ther ; his parentage and birth ;^ early 
struggles and marriage, 182 ; in the 
Seven- Years War, 183, 184, 225 ; re- 
turns to his family, 185, 226 ; Recruiliiig 
Officer to the Duke ofwartemberg, 186 ; 
anxiety for his Son's education, 186, 190, 
K)3 ; transferred to Ludwigsburg, 189 ; 
Forest Overseer to the Duke at Soli- 
tude, 191 ; anger at his Son's flight from 
Wfirtembcrg, 200 ; anxiety for his wel- 
fare, 204, 206-9 J writes to Dalberg, 205 : 
expostulates with his Son, 210 ; joy at 
hLs success, 212, 213, 215 ; writes to him 



m behalf of Nanette, 218; publishes 

his experiences in tree-ailture, im; 

bedridden with grout, 221 ; died in Ibs 

seventy-third year, 222. 
Schiller, Johann Friedrich, the Poet's God- 
father, 186. 
Schiller, Johannes, the Poet's Grandfather, 

182. 
Schiller's Letters, 264 ; specimen of his 

historical style, 379. 
Schiller, Luise, bom, 191 ; her afTectionate 

helpfulness. 217, 248; ill of fever, 221, 

249 : marries M. Frankh, 238, 249; 

nurses her poor old Mother, 239 ; her 

Brother's last letter, 249. 
Schiller, Nanette, the Poet's youngest Ss- 

ter, 2i8 : stricken down by fever, 221; 

her sad brief history, 247, 248. 
Schiller's Leben, z/er/asst a$*s, &c dted, 

181. 
Schiller's Lebcn von Gustav SckwcJ) 

cited, 181. 
Schiller undsein P\Uer Itches Haus dted, 

z8i. 
Schinimelmann, Count von, befiicnds 

Schiller, 214. 
Schubart, Daniel, account of, 255, 273. 
Shakspeare, Schiller's first impression of, 

10. 
Streicher, Johann Andreas, friend and 

companion of Schiller's flight, 198-9, 201. 
Theatre, German estimation of the, 41. 
H^allenstein, Schiller's, brief sketdi of, 

112 ; scene of Max Piccolomini and his 

Father, 119 ; of Max and the Princess 

Thekla, 124 ; of Thekla's last resolve, 

126. 
Weimar, Duke Karl August o^ befriends 

Schiller, 133, 212. 
Wilhelm Tell, Schiller's, tnithfiilness of, 

152 ; scene of the death of Gessler, 155. 
Wolzogen, Frau yon, befriends Schiller, 

202, 234 ; Schiller's affection for her 

daughter, 2o<, 232. 
Wolzogen, Wilhelm von, 202. 
Wordsworth, 153. 
Wurtemberg, Duke of, gives employment 

to Schillers Father, 3, x86, 180, 191 ; 

undertakes the education of SchiUer, 8 : 

not equal to the task, 22, 272 ; takes 

Schiller into his military School^ 193-5 ; 

anger at the Robbers, 197 ; forbids any 

more poetry, 198 ; shows no hostility to 

the Schiller family, 200, 216 ; his death, 

216. 
Xenien.xh^, a German Dunciad by Goethe 

and Schiller, 106. 
Zilling, Schiller's theological teacher, 192. 
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